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iv  PREFACE. 

To  reftify  therefore  all  pall  miftakes,  and  to  pre- 
vent all  future  impofitions,  I  have  been  prevailed 
upon  to  give  way  to  this  prefent  Publication ;  dif- 
owning  whatever  has  been,  or  may  hereafter  be 
publifhed  in  my  name,  but  what  has  the  fanftion  of 
being  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob  Tonfon  and  Mr.  Law- 
ton  Gilliver  ;  excepting  two  Comedies,  intitled. 
Once  a  Lo'uer,  and  aWvays  a  Lever  ;  and,  ^he  'Jewu  of 
Venice,  altered  from  Shakefpear. 

As  thefe  Poems  feem  to  begin  where  Mr.  Waller 
left  off,  though  far  unequal  and  fhort  of  fo  inimitable 
an  original ;  they  may,  however,  be  permitted  to 
remain  to  pofterity  as  a  faithful  regifter  of  the  reign- 
ing beauties  in  the  fucceeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  alone  the  Author  prefumes  to 
recommend  them  to  the  patronage  of  the  Fair  Sex. 

XANSDOWNE. 


LANS. 
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LANSDOWNE'S 
POEMS. 


TO      THE 

EARL    OF   PETERBOROUGH, 

ON  HIS  HAPPY  ACCOMPLISHMENT  OF  THE 
MARRIAGE  BETWEEN  HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 
AND  THE  PRINCESS  MARY  d'eSTE,  OF  MO- 
DEN  A.  WRITTEN  SEVERAL  YEARS  AFTER,  IN 
IMITATION   OF    THE   STYLE   OF   MR.  WALLER. 

T  T  I S  Juno  barren  in  unfruitful  joys, 
"*■  -^   Our  Britifh  Jove  his  nuptial  hours  employs : 
So  Face  ordains,  that  all  our  hopes  may  be. 
And  all  our  profpeft,  gallant  York,  in  thee. 
By  the  fame  wifh  afpiring  Queens  are  led> 
Each  languiihing  to  mount  his  royal  bed  ; 
His  youth,  his  wifdom,  and  his  early  fame 
Create  in  every  breafc  a  rival  flame : 
Remoteft  Kings  fit  trembling  on  their  thrones. 
Ad  if  no  diftance  could  fecure  their  crowns ; 

Bt  3  Fearing 
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Fearing  his  valour,  wifely  they  contend 

To  bribe  with  beauty  fo  renown'd  a  friend 

Beauty  the  price,  there  need  no  other  arts. 

Love  is  the  fureil  bait  for  heroes  hearts : 

Nor  can  the  Fair  conceal  as  high  concern. 

To  fee  the  Prince,  for  whom,  unfeen,  they  burn. 

Brave  York,  attending  to  the  general  voice. 
At  length  refolvcs  to  make  the  wifh'd-for  choice. 
To  noble  Mordaunt,  generous  and  juft. 
Of  his  great  heart,  he  gives  the  facred  truil : 
"  Thy  choice,  faid  he,  fhall  well  direfl  that  heart, 
"^  Where  thou,  my  beft  belov'd,  hall  fuch  a  part, 
*'    In  council  oft,  and  oft  in  battle  try'd, 
*'  Betwixt  thy  mailer,  and  the  world  decide." 

The  chofen  Mercury  prepares  t'  obey 
This  high  command.     Gently  ye  winds  convey 
And  with  aufpicious  gales  his  fafety  wait. 
On  whom  depend  Great  Britain's  hopes  and  fate. 
So  Jafon  with  his  Argonauts,  from  Greece 
To  Choices  fail'd,  to  feek  the  Golden  Fleece. 
As  when  the  Goddefies  came  down  of  old 
On  Ida's  hill,  fo  many  ages  told. 
With  gifts  their  young  Dardanian  Judge  they  try'd. 
And  each  bade  high  to  win  him  to  her  fide ; 
So  tempt  they  him,  and  emuloufly  vie 
To  bribe  a  voice  that  empires  would  not  buy; 
With  balls  and  banquets,  his  pleas'd  fenfe  they  bait. 
And  Queens  and  Kings  upon  his  pleafiires  wait. 
Th'  impartial  Judge  furveys  with  vail  delight 
AH  that  the  fun  furrounds  c^f  fair  and  bright. 

Then, 
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Then,  ftriftly  juft,  he  with  adoring  eyes, 
To  radiant  Elle  gives  the  royal  prize. 
Of  antique  flock  her  high  defccnt  Die  brings. 
Born  to  renew  the  race  of  Britain's  Kings ; 
Who  could  deferve,  like  her,  in  whom  we  fee 
United,  all  that  Paris  found  in  three. 
O  equal  Pair !  when  both  were  fet  above 
All  other  merit,  but  each  other's  love. 

Welcome,  bright  Princefs,  to  Great  Britain's  Ihore, 
As  Berecynthia  to  high  Heaven,  who  bore 
That  fliining  race  of  GoddelTes  and  Gods 
That  fili'd  the  foes,  and  rul'd  the  blefl  abodes : 
From  thee,  my  Mufe  expefls  as  noble  Themes, 
Another  Mars  and  Jove,  another  James ; 
Our  future  hopes,  all  from  thy  womb  arife  ; 
Our  prefent  joy  and  fafety,   from  your  eyes, 
Thofe  charming  eyes,  which  ihine  to  reconcile 
To  harmony  and  peace,  our  llubborn  Ifle. 
On  brazen  Memnon,  Phcsbus  calls  a  ray. 
And  the  tough  metal,  fo  falutes  the  day. 

The  Britifh  Dame,  fam'd  for  refiftlefs  grace. 
Contends  not  now,  but  for  the  fecond  place. 
Our  love  fufpended,  we  neg!e6l  the  fair 
For  whom  we  burn'd,  to  gaze  adoring  here. 
So  Hmg  the  fyrens  with  enchanting  found. 
Enticing  all  to  liilen  and  be  drovvn'd; 
Till  Orpheus  ravifh'd  in  a  nobler  ftrain. 
They  ceas'd  to  fmg,  or,  fmging,  charm'd  in  vain. 

This  bleft  alliance,  Peterborow,  may 
Th'  indebted  Nation  bounteoufly  repay ; 

B  4         '  Tav 
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Thy  llatues,  for  the  Genius  of  our  land, 
With  palm  adorn'd,  on  every  threfhold  ftand. 

— — — XJtinam  jnod})  dlcere  pojfem 

Car?nina  digna  Ded :  Certe  eji  Dea  cartn'ine  digna. 


■ V  i;  .■/i.i.T'iW"'" 

SPOKEN  BY  THE  AUTHOR,  BEING  THEN  NOT 
TWELVE  YEARS  OF  AGE,  TO  HER  ROYAL 
HIGHNESS  THE  DUCHESS  OF  YORK,  AT  TRI- 
NITY   COLLEGE    IN    CAMBR*IUGE» 

WHEN  join'd  in  one,  the  G.ood,  the  Fair,  the 
Great, 
Defcend  to  viev/  the  Mufes  humble  feat. 
Though  in  mean  lines,  they  their  vail  joys  declare. 
Yet  for  Sincerity  and  Truth,  they  dare 
With  your  own  Tasso's  mighty  felf  compare. 
Then,  bright  and  mercifoLas  Heav'n,  receive 
From  them  fuch  praifef ,  as  to  Heav'n  they  give. 
Their  praifes  for  that  gentle  influence. 
Which  thofe  aufpicious  lights,  your  eyes,  difpenfe ; 
Thofe  radiant  eyes,  whofe  irrefiftlefs  flame 
Strikes  Envy  dumb,  and  keeps  Sedition  tame: 
They  can  to  gazing  multitudes  give  law. 
Convert  the  faftious,  and  the  rebel  awe ; 
They  conquer  for  the  Duke,  where-e'er  you  tread, 
Millions  of  prof^lytes,  behind  are  led  j 

Throug] 
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Through  crowds  of  new-made  converts  IHU  you  go, 

Pleas'd  and  triumphant  at  the  glorious  fliow. 

Happy  that  Prince  who  has  in  you  obtain'd 

A  greater  conqueft  than  his  arms  e'er  gain'd. 

With  all  War's  rage,  he  may  abroad  o'ercome. 

But  Love  's  a  gentler  viflory  at  home; 

Securely  here,  he  on  that  face  relies. 

Lays  by  his  arms,  and  conquers  with  your  eyes. 

And  all  the  glorious  anions  of  his  life 

I'hinks  well  rewarded,  blell  with  fuch  a  Wife, 


TO    THE     KING. 


I^/T  AY  all  thy  years,  like  this,  aufpicious  be, 
^^■^  And  bring  thee  crowns,  and  peace,  and  vitflorv! 
Scarce  hadft  thou  time  t'unflieath  thy  conqu'ring  blade. 
It  did  but  glitter,  and  the  rebels  fled: 
Tliy  fword,  the  fafeguard  of  thy  brother's  throne. 
Is  now  as  much  the  bulwark  of  thy  own. 
Aw'd  by  thy  fame,  the  trembling  nations  fend 
Tliroughout  the  world,  to  court  fo  firm  a  friend. 
The  guilty  Senates,  that  refus'd  thy  fway. 
Repent  their  crime,   and  haften  to  obey; 
Tribute  they  raife,  and  vows  and  off 'rings  brino-, 
Coaicfs  their  phrcn/y,  and  confirm  their  King, 

"  Who 
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"Who  with  their  venom  overfpread  thy  foil, 
Thofe  fcorpions  of  the  ftate,  prefent  their  oil. 
So  the  world's  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  drell. 
Although  by  daily  miracles  confeft, 
Accus'd  of  evil  doftrine  by  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rightful  Prince  refufe  ; 
But  when  they  fav/  fuch  terror  in  the  ikies. 
The  temple  rent,  their  King  in  glory  rife  ; 
Seiz'd  v.ith  amaze,  they  own'd  their  lawful  Lord, 
And  llruck  with  guilt,  bow'd,  trembl'd,  and  ador'd. 


atoBtSSZJSCflinSiaa' 


TO    THE    KING. 

^T^HO'  train'd  in  arms,  and  learn'd  in  martial  arts, 
-■-     Thou  choofeft,  not  to  conquer  men,  but  hearts.; 
Expelling  nations  for  thy  triumphs  wait. 
But  thou  prefer' ft  the  name  of  Just  to  Great. 
So  Jove  fufpends  his  fubjeft  world  to  doom. 
Which,  would  he  pleafe  to  thunder,  he'd  confume. 
O  1  could  the  ghofts  of  mighty  heroes  dead, 
Return  on  earth,  and  quit  th'  Elyfian  fhade  ! 
Brutus  to  James  would  truft  the  people's  caufe; 
Thy  juilice  is  a  fironger  guard  than  laws. 
Marius  and  Syila  would  refign  to  thee. 
Nor  Ca^far  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be ; 
Or  rivals  only,  who  Ihould  beft  obey. 
And  Cato  give  his  voice  for  regal  fway. 

TO 


C    II    ] 


TO     THE    KING. 

TJEROES  of  old,  by  rapine,  and  by  fpoil, 
"^  '■'   In  fearch  of  fame,  did  all  the  world  embroil ; 
Thus  t«  their  Gods  each  then  ally'd  his  name. 
This  fprang  from  Jove,  and  that  from  Titan  came : 
With  equal  valour,  and  the  fame  fuccefs. 
Dread  King,  mlght'ft  thou  the  univerfe  opprefs; 
But  Chriftian  laws  conftrain  thy  martial  pride. 
Peace  is  thy  choice,  and  Piety  thy  guide; 
By  thy  example  Kings  are  taught  to  fway. 
Heroes  to  fight,  and  faints  may  learn  to  pray. 
From  Gods  defcended,  and  of  race  divine, 
Neftor  in  council,  and  Ulyfres  jQiine  ; 
But  in  a  day  of  battle,  all  would  yield 
To  the  fierce  m  after  of  the  feven-fold  Ihield: 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  more, 
Mars  had  the  courage,  Jove  the  thunder  bore. 
But  all  perfedions  meet  in  James  alone. 
And  Britain's  King  is  all  the  Gods  in  one. 


TO 
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TO     THE      AUTHOR, 

ON    HIS    FOREGOING 

VERSES    TO    THE    KING. 

BY     MR.     EDMUND    WALLER. 

A  N  early  plant,  which  fuch  a  bloffom  bears, 
•*-*•  And  fhows  a  genius  fo  beyond  his  years, 
A  judgment  that  could  make  fo  fair  a  choice. 
So  high  a  fubjeft  to  employ  his  voice; 
Still  as  it  grows,  how  fvveetly  will  he  fmg 
The  growing  greatnefs  of  our  matchlefs  King, 


A       N       S       V/       E       R. 

TO     MR.    WALLER. 

WHEN  into  Libya  the  young  Grecian  came. 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  confult  for  fame ; 
When  from  the  facred  tripod  Vv'here  he  flood. 
The  priefl  infpir'd,  faluted  him  a  God  ; 
Scarce  fuch  a  joy  that  haughty  viftor  knew. 
Thus  own'd  by  Heaven,  as  I,  thus  prais'd  by  you. 
Whoe'er  their  names  can  in  thy  numbers  fhovv, 
Have  more  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow; 

Ages 
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Ages  to  come  fhall  fcorn  the  pow'rs  of  old. 
When  in  thy  verfe,  of  greater  Gods  they  're  told ; 
Our  beauteous  Queen,  and  royal  James's  name. 
For  Jove  and  Juno  fhall  be  plac'd  by  Fame ; 
Thy  Charles  for  Neptune  fhall  the  feas  command. 
And  SacarilTa  fhall  for  Venus  fland : 
Greece  fhall  no  longer  boaft,  nor  haughty  Rome, 
But  think  from  Britain  all  the  Gods  did  come. 


TO    THE    IMMORTAL    MEMORY    OF 

MR.     EDMUND     WALLER, 
UPON     HIS      DEATH. 


} 


A  LIKE  partaking  of  celeftial  iire, 
•^ -^^  Poets  and  Heroes  to  renown  afpire, 
'Till  crovvn'd  with  honour,  and  immortal  name. 
By  wit,  or  valour,  led  to  equal  fame. 
They  mingle  with  the  Gods  who  breath'd  the  noble 

flame. 

To  high  exploits,  the  praifes  that  belong. 
Live,  but  as  nourifh'd  by  the  Poet's  fong. 

A  tree  of  life  is  facred  Poetry, 
Sweet  is  the  fruit,  and  tempting  to  the  eye  ; 
Many  there  are,  who  nibble  without  leave. 
But  none  who  are  not  born  to  taile,  furvive. 

Waller 
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Wa  l  l  e  r  fhall  never  die,  of  life  fecure. 
As  long  as  Fame,  or  aged  Time  endure. 
Waller,  the  Mufe's  darling,  free  to  tafte 
Of  all  their  ftores,  the  mafter  of  the  feall ; 
Not  like  old  Adam,  Hinted  in  his  choice. 
But  Lord  of  all  the  fpacious  paradife. 

Thofe  foes  to  Virtue,  Fortune,  and  Mankind, 
Fav'ring  his  fame,  once,  to  do  julHce  join'd; 
No  carping  critic  interrupts  his  praife  ; 
No  rival  ftrives,  but  for  a  fecond  place  ; 
No  want  conftrain'd  ;   (the  writer's  ufual  fate) 
A  Poet  with  a  plentiful  ellate ; 
The  iirft  of  mortals  who  before  the  tomb. 
Struck  that  pernicious  monller.  Envy,  dumb; 
Malice  and  Pride,  thofe  favages,  difarm'd; 
Not  Orpheus  with  fuch  powerful  magic  charm'd. 
Scarce  in  the  grave  can  we  allow  him  more. 
Than  living  we  agreed  to  give  before. 

His  noble  Mufe  employ'd  her  generous  rage 
In  crowning  virtue,  fcorning  to  engage 
The  vice  and  follies  of  an  impious  age. 
No  fatyr  lurks  within  this  hallowM  ground, 
But  nymphs  and  heroines,  kings  and  gods  abound; 
Glory,  and  arms,  and  love,  is  all  the  found. 
His  Eden  with  no  Serpent  is  defil'd. 
But  all  is  gay,  delicious  all,   and  mild. 

Miftaken  men,  his  Mufe  of  flattery  blame. 
Adorning  t\vice  an  impious  tyrant's  name. 
We  raife  our  own,  by  giving  fame  to  foes; 
The  valour  that  he  prais'd,  he  did  oppofe. 

Nor 
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Nor  were  his  thoughts  to  poetry  confin'd. 
The  ftate,  and  bufinefs  fliar'd  his  ample  mind; 
As  all  the  Fair  were  captives  to  his  wit. 
So  Senates  to  his  wifdom  would  lubmit ; 
His  voice  fo  foft,  his  eloquence  To  ftrong. 
Like  Cato's  was  his  fpeech,  like  Ovid's  was  his  fong. 

Our  Britifh  kings  are  rais'd  above  the  herfe. 
Immortal  made,  in  his  immortal  verfe; 
No  more  are  Mars  and  Jove  poetic  themes. 
But  the  celeftial  Charles's,  and  juil  James: 
Juno  and  Pallas,  all  the  fliining  race 
Of  heavenly  beauties,  to  the  Queen  give  place ; 
Clear,  like  her  brow,  and  graceful  was  his  fong. 
Great,  like  her  mind,  and  like  her  virtue  fcrong. 

Parent  of  Gods,  who  doli  to  Gods  remove. 
Where  art  thou  plac'd  ?    And  which  thy  feat  above  ? 
Waller,  the  God  of  Verfe,  we  will  proclaim. 
Not  Phoebus  nov\',  but  Waller  be  his  name; 
Of  joyful  Bards,  the  fweet  feraphic  choir 
Acknowledge  thee  their  oracle  and  fire ; 
The  Spheres  do  homage,  and  the  Mufes  fmg 
Waller,  the  God  of  Verfe,  who  was  the  King> 


T  O 
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TO       M    Y    R    A. 
LOVING   AT   FIRST    SIGHT. 

^^O  Wcirnlng  of  th'  approaching  flame, 
"^'^    Swiftly,  like  fudden  death,  it  came; 
Like  travellers,  by  light'ning  kill'd, 
I  burnt  the  moment  I  beheld. 

In  whom  fo  many  charms  are  plac'd. 
Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grac'd ; 
The  cafe  fo  ihining  to  behold. 
Is  fill'd  with  richeil  gems,  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admir'd  before, 
I  add  a  thoufand  graces  more ; 
And  Fancy  blows  into  a  flame. 
The  fpark  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

The  objedl  thus  improv'd  by  thought. 
By  my  own  .image  I  am  caught ; 
Pygmalion  fo,  with  fatal  art 
Polifli'd  the  form  that  Hung  his  heart. 


TO 


[     17     ] 


TO       M    Y   R    A. 


'^ITT'ARN'D,  and  made  wife  by  others  flame, 
^  ^      I  fled  from  whence  fuch  mifchiefs  came. 
Shunning  the  Sex,  that  kills  at  fight, 
I  fought  my  fafety  in  my  flight. 

But,  ah !  in  vain  from  fate  fly. 
For  firft,  or  laft,  as  all  mull  die ; 
So  'tis  as  much  decreed  above. 
That  firfl,  or  laft,  we  all  muft  love. 

My  heart  which  ftood  fo  long  the  fliock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  like  fome  firm  rock. 
By  one  bright  fpark  from  Myra  thrown. 
Is  into  flame,  like  powder,  blown. 


SONG. 

TO       MYRA. 

Tj^OOLISH  Love,  begone,  faid  I, 
-*■      Vain  are  thy  attempts  on  me  ; 
Thy  foft  allurements  I  defy. 
Women,  thofe  fair  diflTembiers,  fly. 
My  heart  was  never  made  for  thee. 

Vol,  XXXVlir.  C     o  Love 
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Love  heard  ;  and  ftraight  prepar'd  a  dart  ; 

Myra,  revenge  my  caufe,  faid  he : 
Too  fure  'twas  Ihot,  I  feel  the  fmart. 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart ; 
,     O  Love !  my  conqu'ror,  pity  me. 


AN     IMITATION     OF     THE     SECOND     CHORUS     IN 
THE   SECOND    ACT    OF    SENECa's  THYESTES. 

1^T7HEN  will  the  Gods,  propitious  to  our  prayers, 
'  '     Compofe  our  factions,  and  conclude  our  wars  ? 
Ye  fons'of  Inachus,  repent  the  guilt 
Of  crowns  ufurp'd,  and  blood  of  parents  fpilt; 
For  impious  greatnefs,  vengeance  is  in  llore  ; 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  ill-gotten  power. 
Give  ear,  ambitious  Princes,  and  be  wife  ; 
Liilen,  and  learn  wherein  true  greatnefs  lies : 
Place  not  your  pride  in  roofs  that  fhine  with  gems. 
In  purple  robes,  nor  fparkling  diadems ; 
Nor  in  dominion,  nor  extent  of  land : 
He's, only  great,  v/ho  can  himfelf  command, 
Whofe  guard,  is  peaceful  innocence,  whofe  guide 
Is  faithful  reafon  ;  who  is  void  of  pride. 
Checking  ambition  ;  nor  is  idly  vain 
Of  the  falfe  incenfe  of  a  popular  train  ; 
Who  without  firife,  or  envy,  can  behold 
His  neighbour's  plenty,  and  his  heaps  of  gold  ; 

'^  Nor 
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Nor  covets  other  wealth,  but  what  we  find 
In  the  pofleffions  of  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fearlefs  he  fees,  who  is  with  virtue  crown'd. 
The  temped  rage,  and  hears  the  thunder  found  ; 
Ever  the  fame,  let  Fortune  fmile  or  frown. 
On  the  red  fcafFold,  or  the  blazing  throne  ; 
Serenely,  as  he  liv'd,  refigns  his  breath. 
Meets  delliny  halfway,  nor  (brinks  at  death. 

Ye  fovereign  Lords,  who  fit  like  Gods  in  Hate, 
Awing  the  world,  and  bullling  to  be  great ; 
Lords  but  in  title,  valTals  in  effedl. 
Whom  lull  controuls,  and  wild  defires  diredl : 
The  reins  of  empire  but  fuch  hands  difgrace, 
Where  PafTion,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 

What  is  this  Fame,  thus  crowded  round  with  flaves? 
The  breath  of  fools,  the  bait  of  flattering  knaves: 
An  honeft  heart,  a  confcience  free  from  blame. 
Not  of  great  adls,  but  good,  give  me  the  name: 
In  vain  we  plant,  we  build,  our  llores  increafe. 
If  confcience  roots  up  all  our  inward  peace. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  inftruments  of  war. 
Or  battering  engines  that  deftroy  from  far  ? 
The  greatert  king,  and  conqueror  is  he. 
Who  Lord  of  his  own  appetites  can  be  ; 
Bleft  with  a  pow'r  that  nothing  can  deftroy. 
And  all  have  equal  freedom  to  enjoy. 

Whom  worldly  luxury,  and  pomps  allure. 
They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  footing  fure  ; 
Place  me,  ye  Powers !   in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 
O  !  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great: 

C  2  In 
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In  quiet  fhades,  content  with  rural  fports. 
Give  me  a  life  remote  from  guilty  courts. 
Where  free  from  hopes  or  fears,  in  humble  eafe, 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  thus  retir'd  from  fight. 
Studies  himfelf,  and  feeks  no  other  light : 
But  moft  unhappy  he,  who  fits  on  high, 
Expos'd  to  every  tongue  and  every  eye  ; 
Whofe  follies  blaz'd  about,  to  all  are  known. 
But  are  a  fecret  to  himfelf  alone  : 
Worfe  is  an  evil  Fame,  much  worfe  than  none. 
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A   LOYAL    EXHORTATION. 

WRITTEN     IN    THE    YEAR     1688. 

f\  F  Kings  dethron'd,  and  blood  of  brethren  fpllt, 
^^   In  vain,  O  Britain  !  you'd  avert  the  guilt; 
If  crimes  which  your  forefathers  blufh'd  to  own. 
Repeated,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down. 

Tremble,  ye  people  who  your  Kings  diftrefs. 
Tremble,  ye  Kings,  for  people  you  opprefs ; 
Th'  Eternal  fees,  arm'd  with  his  forky  rods. 
The  rife  and  fall  of  empire  's  from  the  Gods. 

VERSES 
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SENT    TO    THE    AUTHOR    IN    HIS 
RETIREMENT. 

WRITTEN    BY    MRS.    ELIZABETH    HIGGONS. 


T  T7Hy,  Granville,  is  thy  life  to  (hades  confin'd,  -j 
^  ^  Thou  whom  the  Gods  defign'd  > 

In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  ?  3 

Why  fleeps  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  blood. 

Which  from  thy  anceftors,  fo  many  ages  paft. 
From  Rollo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd. 

And  then  appeared  again  at  laft  ? 
In  thee,  when  thy  vidlorious  lance 
Bore  the  difputed  prize  from  all  the  youth  of  France. 

11. 

In  the  firft  trials  which  are  made  for  fame, 
Thofe  to  whom  Fate  fuccefs  denies. 
If  taking  counfel  from  their  Ihame, 
They  modeftly  retreat,  are  wife. 
But  why  fhould  you  who  ftill  fucceed, 
Whether  with  graceful  art  you  lead 
The  fiery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motion  tread 
In  fliining  balls,  where  all  agree 
To  give  the  highefl:  praife  to  thee. 
Such  harmony  in  every  motion  's  found. 
As  art  could  ne'er  exprefs  by  any  found. 

C  3  III 
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III. 

So  lov'd  and  prais'd,  whom  all  admire. 
Why,  why  Ihould  you  from  courts  and  camps  retire  ? 
If  Myra  is  unkind,  if  it  can  be. 
That  any  nymph  can  be  unkind  to  thee ; 
If  penfive  made  by  love,  you  thus  retire. 
Awake  your  Mufe,  and  firing  your  lyre  ; 
Your  tender  fong,  and  your  melodious  ftrain. 

Can  never  be  addreft  in  vain  ; 
She  needs  mull  lo  ve ,  and  wefnall  have  you  backagain 
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OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING  VERSES. 

WRITTEN     IN     THE    YEAR     169O. 

/^E  ASE,  tempting  Siren,  ceafe  thy  flattering  ftrain, 
^^  Sweet  is  thy  charming  fong,  but  fung  in  vain : 
When  the  winds  blow,  and  loud  the  tempefts  roar. 
What  fool  would  truft  the  waves,  and  quit  the  Ihore? 
Early,  and  vain,  into  the  world  I  came. 
Big  with  falfe  hopes,  and  eager  after  fame ; 
Till  looking  round  me,  ere  the  race  began. 
Madmen,  and  giddy  fools,  were  all  that  ran; 
Reclaim'd  betimes,  I  from  the  lifts  retire. 
And  thank  the  Gods,  who  my  retreat  infpire. 
In  happier  times  our  anceftors  were  bred. 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread : 

Giv^e 
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Give  me,  ye  Gods  I   but  the  fame  road  to  fame, 

Whate'er  my  fathers  dar'd,  I  dare  the  fame. 

Chang'd  is  the  fcene,  feme  baneful  planet  rules 

An  impious  world,  contriv'd  for  knaves  and  fools. 

Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 

Confider,  and  examine  all  who  rife  ; 

Weigh  well  their  adions,  and  their  treacherous  ends. 

How  greatnefs  grows,  and  by  what  fleps  afcends; 

What  murders,  treafons,  perjuries,  deceit; 

How  many  cruih'd,  to  make  one  moniler  great. 

Would  you  command  ?  Have  fortune  in  your  power  ? 

Hug  when  you  ftab,  and  fmile  when  you  devour? 

Be  bloody,  falfe,  flatter,  forfwear,  and  lie. 

Turn  pander,  pathick,  parafite,  or  fpy ; 

Such  thriving  arts  may  your  wifti'd  purpofe  bring, 

A  Minifter  at  leaft,  perhaps  a  King. 
Fortune,  we  moil  unjuftly  partial  call, 

A  miftrefs  free,  who  bids  alike  to  all ; 
But  on  fuch  terms  as  only  fuit  the  bafe. 
Honour  denies  and  fhuns  the  foul  embrace. 
The  honell:  man,  who  flarves  and  is  undone. 
Not  fortune,  but  his  virtue  keeps  him  down. 
Had  Cato  bent  beneath  the  conquering  caufe. 
He  might  have  liv'd  to  give  new  Senates  laws ; 
But  on  vile  terms  difdaining  to  be  great. 
He  perifh'd  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fate. 
Honours  and  life,  th'  ufurper  bids,  and  all 
That  vain  millaken  men  good-fortune  call. 
Virtue  forbids,  and  fets  before  his  tyes 
An  honeil  death,  which  he  accepts,  and  dies : 

C  4  O  glo- 
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0  glorious  refolution !   Noble  pride  ! 

More  honoured,  than  the  tyrant  liv*d,  he  dy'd ; 
More  lovM,  more  prais'd,  more  envy'd  in  his  doom. 
Than  Caefar  trampling  on  the  rights  of  Rome. 
The  virtuous  nothing  fear,  but  life  with  fiiame, 
And  death  *s  a  pleafant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 
On  bones,  and  fcraps  of  dogs  let  me  be  fed. 
My  limbs  uncover'd,  and  expos'd  my  head 
To  bleakeft  colds,  a  kennel  be  my  bed. 
This,  and  all  other  martyrdom  for  thee. 
Seems  glorious,  all,  thrice  beauteous  Honelly ! 
Judge  me,  ye  powers  !  let  Fortune  tempt  or  frown, 

1  Hand  prepar'd,  my  honour  is  my  own. 

Ye  great  Difturbers,  who  in  endlefs  noife. 
In  blood  and  rapine  feek  unnatural  joys  ; 
For  what  is  all  this  bullle  but  to  ihun 
Thoie  thoughts  with  which  you  dare  not  be  alone  ? 
As  men  in  mifery,  oppreft  with  care, 
Seek  in  the  rage  of  wine  to  drown  defpair. 
Let  others  f-ght,  and  eat  their  bread  in  blood, 
Regardlefs  if  the  caufe  be  bad  or  good  ; 
Or  cringe  in  courts,  depending  on  the  nods 
Of  flrutting  pigmies  who  would  pafs  for  Gods. 
For  me,  unpra6lis'd  in  the  courtiers  fchool. 
Who  loathe  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  fool ; 
Who  honour  generous  Wycherley  oppreft, 
PofTeft  of  little,  worthy  of  the  beft, 
Rich  in  himfelf,  in  virtue  that  outfhines 
All  but  'Jie  fame  of  his  immortal  lines. 

More 
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More  than  the  wealthieft  lord,  who  helps  to  dram 
The  famifh'd  land,  and  rolls  in  impious  gain : 
What  can  I  hope  in  courts  ?  Or  how  fucceed  ? 
Tygers  and  wolves  fhall  in  the  ocean  breed. 
The  whale  and  dolphin  fatten  on  the  mead ; 
And  every  element  exchange  its  kind. 
Ere  thriving  Honefty  in  courts  we  find. 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happieft  he, 
Whofe  quiet  mind  from  vain  defires  is  free  ; 
Whom  neither  hopes  deceive,  nor  fears  torment. 
But  lives  at  peace,  within  himfelf  content. 
In  thought,  or  aft,  accountable  to  none. 
But  to  himfelf,  and  to  the  Gods  alone : 
O  fvveetnefs  of  content !  feraphic  joy  ! 
Which  nothing  wants,  and  nothing  can  deftroy. 

Where  dwells  this  peace,  this  freedom  of  the  mind  ! 
Where,  but  in  fhades  remote  from  human  kind; 
In  flowery  vales,  where  nymphs  and  Ihepherds  meet. 
But  never  comes  within  the  palace  gate. 
Farewel  then  cities,  courts,  and  camps,  farewel. 
Welcome,  ye  groves,  here  let  me  ever  dwell, 
From  cares,  from  bufmefs,  and  mankind  remove. 
All  but  the  mufes,  and  infpiring  Love : 
How  fwcct  the  morn  1   How  gentle  is  the  night ! 
How  calm  the  evening!    And  the  day  how  bright! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  hill,  I  view  below 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  fhow, 
Where  feveral  wanderers  travel  day  and  night, 
B),  diiferent  paths,  and  none  are  in  the  right. 

S  O  x\  G, 
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T    OVE  is  by  Fancy  led  about 

-*-^  From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt; 

Whom  we  now  an  angel  call. 
Divinely  grac'd  in  every  feature. 
Straight 's  a  deform'd,  a  perjur'd  creature  ; 

Love  and  hate  are  Fancy  all. 

'Tis  but  as  Fancy  fhall  prefent 
Objefts  of  grief,  or  of  content. 

That  the  lover  's  bleft,  or  dies  : 
Vifions  of  mighty  pain,  or  pleafure, 
Imagin'd  want,  imagin'd  treafure, 

All  in  powerful  Fancy  lies. 


BEAUTY 
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BEAUTY      AND      LAW. 


A     POETICAL     PLEADING. 

King  Charles  II.  having  made  a  grant  of  the  rever- 
fion  of  an  office  in  the  court  of  King's-Bench,  to 
his  Son  the  Duke  of  Grafton ;  the  Lord  Chief 
Juflice  laying  claim  to  it,  as  a  perquifite  legally 
belonging  to  his  office,  the  caufe  came  to  be 
heard  before  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  between  the 
Duchefs,  Relid  of  the  faid  Duke,  and  the  Chief 
Juftice. 

'T^HE  Princes  fat;  Beauty  and  Law  contend; 
-*•     The  Queen  of  Love  will  her  own  caufe  defend ; 
Secure  flie  looks,  as  certain  none  can  fee 
Such  Beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be. 
What  need  of  words  with  fuch  commanding  eyes  ? 
Mufl  I  then  fpeak  ?  O  Heav'ns !  the  charmer  cries ; 
O  barbarous  clime !   where  Beauty  borrows  aid 
From  eloquence,  to  charm,  or  to  perfuade ! 
Will  difcord  never  leave  with  envious  care 
To  raife  debate  ?    But  difcord  governs  here. 
To  Juno,  Pallas,  wifdom,  fame,  and  power. 
Long  fmce  preferr'd,  what  trial  needs  there  more? 
Confefs'd  to  fight,  three  GoddeiTes  defcend 
On  Ida's  hill,  and  for  a  prize  contend; 

Nobly 
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Nobly  they  bid,  and  lavilhly  purfue 

A  gift,  that  only  could  be  Beauty's  due : 

Honours  and  wealth  the  generous  judge  denies. 

And  gives  the  triumph  to  the  brighteft  eyes. 

Such  precedents  are  numberlefs,  we  draw 

Our  right  from  cuftom ;  cuftom  is  a  law 

As  high  as  heaven,  as  wide  as  feas  or  land  ; 

As  ancient  as  the  world  is  our  command. 

Mars  an  Alcides  would  this  plea  allow : 

Beauty  was  ever  abfolute  till  now. 

It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  mine. 

And,  right  or  wrong,  he  fhould  his  claim  refign : 

Not  bears  nor  tygers  fure  fo  favage  are. 

As  thefe  ill-manner'd  monfters  of  the  bar. 

Loud  *  rumour  has  proclaim'd  a  nymph  divine, 
Whofe  matchlefs  form,  to  counterbalance  mine. 
By  dint  of  Beauty  ihall  extort  your  grace: 
Let  her  appear,  this  rival,  face  to  face  ; 
Let  eyes  to  eyes  oppos'd  this  ftrife  decide  ; 
Now,  when  I  lighten,  let  her  beams  be  try'd. 
Was 't  a  vain  promife,  and  a  gownman's  lie  ? 
Or  ftands  fhe  here,  unmark'd,  when  I  am  by  ? 
So  Heav'n  was  mock'd,  and  once  all  Elys  round. 
Another  Jupiter  was  faid  to  found ; 

*  A  report  fpread  of  a  beautiful  young  lady,  niece  to 
the  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  who  would  appear  at  the  bar 
of  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  and  eclipfe  the  charms  uf  the 
Duchefs  of  Grafton :  No  fuch  lady  was  feen  there,  nor 
perhaps  ever  in  a^y  part  of  the  world. 

On 
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On  brazen  floors  the  royal  aftor  tries 
To  ape  the  thunder  rattling  in  the  ikies  ; 
A  brandifli'd  torch,  with  emulating  blaze, 
AiFedls  the  forky  lightning's  pointed  rays: 
Thus  borne  aloft,  triumphantly  he  rode 
Through  crowds  of  worfliippers,  and  afts  the  God. 
The  fire  omnipotent  prepares  the  brand. 
By  Vulcan  wrought,  and  arms  his  potent  hand; 
Then  flaming  hurls  it  hifling  from  above, 
And  in  the  vaft  abyfs  confounds  the  mimic  Jove. 
Prefumptuous  wretch  I  with  mortal  art  to  dare 
Immortal  power,  and  brave  the  thunderer  1 

Cafiiope,  preferring  with  difdain, 
Her  daughter  to  the  Nereids,  they  complain; 
The  daughter,  for  the  mother's  guilty  fcorn. 
Is  doom'd  to  be  devour'd;  the  mother  *s  borne 
Above  the  clouds,  where,  by  immortal  light, 
Revers'd  flie  fhines,  exposed  to  human  fight. 
And  to  a  fliameful  pofl:ure  is  confin'd. 
As  an  eternal  terror  to  mankind. 
Did  thus  the  Gods  fuch  private  nymphs  refpedl? 
What  Vengeance  might  the  Queen  of  Love  expedl.^ 

But  grant  fuch  arbitrary  pleas  are  vain, 
Wav'd  let  them  be  ;  mere  juftice  (hall  obtain. 
Who  to  a  hufljand  juftlier  can  fucceed. 
Than  the  foft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed; 
Or  to  a  father's  right  lay  ftronger  claim. 
Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  furvives  his  name? 
Behold  that  youth,  confider  whence  he  fprings. 
And  in  his  royal  Veins  refpedl  your  kings : 

Immortal 
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Immortal  Jove,  upon  a  mortal  Ihe, 
Begat  his  fire :  Second  from  Jove  is  he. 

Well  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  caufe. 
Following  the  cry — of  Liberty  and  Laws, 
If  by  thofe  laws,  for  which  he  loll  his  life  *, 
You  fpoil,  ungratefully,  the  fon  and  wife. 

What  need  I  more  ?    'Tis  treafon  to  difpute : 
The  grant  was  royal ;  that  decides  the  fuit. 
*'  Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  power  conftrain? 
**  Kings,  and  the  Gods,  can  never  aft  in  vain." 

She  finifh'd  here,  the  Queen  of  every  grace, 
Difdain  vermilioning  her  heavenly  face  : 
Our  hearts  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rife. 
And  one  wifh  fparkles  in  a  thoufand  eyes. 
O !  might  fome  champion  finiih  thefe  debates ! 
My  fword  Ihall  end,  what  now  my  pen  relates. 
Up  rofe  the  Judge,  on  each  fide  bending  low, 
A  crafty  fmile  accompanies  his  bow ; 
UlyfTes  like,  a  gentle  paufe  he  makes, 
Then,  raifing  by  degrees  his  voice,  he  fpeaks. 

In  you,  my  Lords,  who  judge;  and  all  who  hear, 
Methinks  I  read  your  wifhes  for  the  Fair ; 
Nor  can  I  wonder,  even  I  contend 
With  inward  pain,  unwilling  to  offend  ; 
Unhappy  !  thus  oblig'd  to  a  defence. 
That  may  difpleafe  fuch  heavenly  excellence. 

•  The  Duke  of  Grafton,  flain  at  the  fiege  of  Cork  in 
Iieland,  about  the  beginning  of  the  Revolution. 

Might 
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Might  we  the  laws  on  any  terms  abufe. 
So  bright  an  influence  were  the  heft  excufe  ; 
Let  *  Niche's  juft  fate,  the  vile  difgrace 
Of  the  t  Propcetides'  polluted  race; 
Let  death,  or  ihame,  or  lunacy  furprize, 
Who  dare  to  match  the  luflre  of  thofe  eyes ! 
Aloud  the  faireft  of  the  Sex  complain 
Of  captives  loft,  and  loves  invok'd  in  vain  ; 
At  her  appearance  all  their  glory  ends, 
And  not  a  ftar,  but  fets,  when  fhe  afcends. 

Where  Love  prefides,  ftill  may  fhe  bear  the  prize ; 
But  rigid  Law  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes : 
Chnrms,  to  which  Mars  and  Hercules  would  bow, 
Minos  and  J  Rhadamanthus  difavow. 
Juftice,  by  nothing  bias'd,  or  inclin'd. 
Deaf  to  perfuafion,  to  temptation  blind. 
Determines  without  fivour,  and  the  laws 
O'erlook  the  parties,  to  decide  the  caufe. 
What  then  avails  it,  that  a  beardlefs  boy 
Took  a  rafh  fancy  for  a  female  toy  ? 

*  Niobe  turned  into  a  ftone  for  prefuming  to  compare 
herfelf  with  Diana. 

t  Piopoeti(ies,  certain  virgins,  who,  for  affronting 
Venus,  were  condemned  to  open  pioliitution,  and  after- 
wards turned  into  Itone. 

X  Mmos  and  Rhadamanthus,  famous  Icgiflators,  who 
for  their  Itrift  adminiftration  of  juftice,  were  after  their 
deaths  made  chief  judges  in  the  infernal  regions. 

Th'  infulted 
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Th'  infulted  Argives,  with  a  numerous  hoft, 

Purfue  revenge,  and  feek  the  Dardan  coaft; 

Though  the  Gods  built,  and  though  the  Gods  defend 

Thofe  lofty  towers,  the  hoftile  Greeks  afcend ; 

Nor  leave  they,  till  the  town  in  aflies  lies. 

And  all  the  race  of  royal  Priam  dies : 

The  Queen  of*  Paphos,  mixing  in  the  fray. 

Rallies  the  troops,  and  urges  on  the  day ; 

In  perfon,  in  the  foremoft  ranks  (he  fcands. 

Provokes  the  charge,  diredls,  affifts,  commands ; 

Stern  Diomed,  advancing  high  in  air. 

His  lofty  javelin  ftrikes  the  heavenly  Fair; 

The  vaulted  fkies  with  her  loud  fhrieks  refound. 

And  high  Olympus  trembles  at  the  wound. 

In  caufes  juft,  would  all  the  Gods  oppofe, 

'Twere  honefi  to  difpute ;  fo  Cato  chofe. 

Difmifs  that  plea,  and  what  fhall  blood  avail? 

If  beauty  is  deny'd,  ihall  birth  prevail? 

Blood,  and  high  deeds,  in  diftant  ages  done. 

Are  our  forefathers  merit,  not  our  own. 

Might  none  a  juft  poffefrion  be  allow'd. 

But  who  could  bring  defert,  or  boaft  of  blood  ? 

What  numbers,  even  here,  might  be  condemn'd, 

Strip'd,  and  defpoil'd  of  all,  reviPd,  contemn'd  ? 

Take  a  juft  view,  how  many  may  remark. 

Who  now  *s  a  peer,  his  grandfire  was  a  clerk : 

Some  few  remain,  ennobled  by  the  fword 

In  Gothic  times :   But  now  to  be  My  Lord, 

*  Venus. 

Study 
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Study  the  law  ;   nor  do  thefe  robes  defpife  ; 
Honour  the  gown,  from  whence  your  honours  rife. 
Thofe  fam'd  diclators,  who  fabdu'd  the  globe, 
Gav'e  the  precedence  to  the  peaceful  robe  ; 
The  mighty  Julius,  pleading  at  t'iie  bar. 
Was  greater,  than  when  thundering  in  the  war 
He  conquer'd  nations:    'Tis  of  more  renown 
To  fave  a  client,  than  to  ftorm  a  town. 

How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  laws ! 
What  blood  has  fhe  not  laviili'd  in  their  caufe ! 
Kings  are  like  common  flaves  to  (laughter  led. 
Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  bread. 
*'  When  regal  power  afpires  above  the  laws, 
*'  A  private  wrong  becomes  a  public  caufe.'* 

He  fpoke.    The  nobles  differ,  and  divide, 
Some  join  with  Law,  and  feme  with  Beauty  fide. 
Mordaunt,  though  once  her  flave,  infalts  the  Fair, 
Whofe  fetters  'twas  his  pride,  in  youth,  to  wear; 
So  Lucifer  revolting,  brav'd  the  power 
Whom  he  was  wont  to  worfliip  and  implore. 
Like  impious  is  their  rage,  who  have  in  chace 
A  new  Omnipotence  in  Grafton's  face. 
But  Rochefter,   undaunted,  juil,  and  wife, 
Afferts  the  Goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes ; 
And  01   may  Beauty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noble  champion,  and  her  guard. 
Beauty  triumphs,  and  Law  fubmitting  lies,  •) 

The  tyrant  tam'd,   aloud  for  mercy  zrit",  ;  C 

Conquert  can  never  fail  in  radiant  Grafcon's  eyes,    j 

Vol.  XXXVIIL  D  LADY 
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LADY     HYDE*. 

^ITtTHEN  fam'd  Apelles  fought  to  frame 

^  "      Some  image  of  th'  Idalian  dame. 
To  furnifh  graces  for  the  piece, 
He  fummon'd  all  the  nymphs  of  Greece  ; 
So  many  mortals  were  combin'd, 
To  ihew  how  one  immortal  ihin'd. 

Had  Hyde  thus  fat  by  proxy  too, 
As  Venus  then  was  faid  to  do, 
Venus  herfelf,  and  all  the  train 
Of  Goddefles  had  fummon'd  been  ; 
The  painter  muft  have  fearch'd  the  Ikies, 
To  match  the  luftre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
The  ancient  Venus,  and  the  new ; 
In  her  we  many  mortals  fee. 
As  many  Goddeffes  in  thee. 

*  Afterwards  Countefs  of  Clarendon  and  Rochefter. 


LAD' 
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LADY     HYDE     HAVING     THE     SMALL     POX,     SOON 
AFTER    THE    RECOVERY   OF    MRS.    MOHUN. 

QCARCE  could  the  general  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 

^  But  new  attempts  fhew  other  dangers  near ; 

Beauty  's  attack'd  in  her  imperial  fort. 

Where  all  her  loves  and  graces  kept  their  court; 

In  her  chief  refidence,  befieg'd  at  laft. 

Laments  to  fee  her  faireft  fields  laid  vvaHe. 

On  things  immortal,  all  attempts  are  vain ; 
Tyrant  Difeafe,  'tis  lofs  of  time  and  pain ; 
Glut  thy  wild  rage,  and  load  thee  with  rich  prize 
Torn  from  her  cheeks,  her  fragrant  lips,  and  eyes: 
Let  her  but  live  ;  as  much  vermilion  take. 
As  might  an  Helen,  or  a  Venus  make  ; 
Like  Thetis,  fhe  fhall  fruftrate  thy  vain  rape. 
And  in  variety  of  charms  efcape. 

The  twinkling  flars  drop  numberlefs  each  night. 
Yet  (hines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright ; 
So  from  the  ocean  fhould  we  rivers  drain. 
Still  would  enough  to  drown  the  world  remain^ 


D  2 
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THE    DUCHESS   OF ,   UNSEASONABLY    SUR- 
PRIZED   IN    THE    EMBRACES    OF    HER    LORD. 

FAIREST  Zelinda,  ceafe  to  chide,  or  grieve  ; 
Nor  bluih  at  joys  that  only  you  can  give  ; 
Who  with  bold  eyes  furvey'd  thofe  matchlefs  charms. 
Is  punifh'd,  feeing  in  another's  arms : 
With  greedy  looks  he  views  each  naked  part, 
Joy  feeds  his  eyes,  but  Envy  tears  his  heart. 
So  caught  was  Mars,   and  Mercury  aloud 
Proclaim'd  his  grief,  that  he  was  not  the  God ; 
So  to  be  caught,  was  every  God's  defire : 
Nor  lefs  than  Venus,  can  Zelinda  fire. 
Forgive  him  then,  thou  more  than  heavenly  Fair, 
Forgive  his  ralhnefs,  punilh'd  by  defpair ; 
All  that  we  know,  which  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  thofe  fad  regions  where  the  tortur'd  dwell. 
Is,  that  they  fee  the  raptures  of  the  blefs'd. 
And  view  the  joys  which  they  mull  never  talle. 


T  O 
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TO      F  L  A  V  I  A. 

WRITTEN   ON    HER     GARDEN     IN    THE    NORTH. 

XT  THAT  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midfc  of  fiiovv, 
^  ^    Offtorms,andblafts,thechoiceft  fruits  do  grow? 
Melons,  on  beds  of  ice  are  taught  to  bear. 
And  llrangers  to  the  fun,  yet  ripen  here  ; 
On  frozen  ground  the  fweeteft  flowers  arife, 
Unfecn  by  any  light,  but  Flavia's  eyes  ; 
Where-e'er  ftie  treads,  beneath  the  Charmer's  feet 
The  rofe,  the  jefs'mine,  and  the  lilies  meet ; 
Where-e'er  flie  looks,  behold  fome  fudden  birth 
Adorns  the  trees,  and  frudlines  the  earth ; 
In  midfl  of  mountains,  and  unfruitful  ground. 
As  rich  an  Eden  as  the  firft  is  found. 
In  this  new  Paradife  the  Goddefs  reigns. 
In  fovereign  ftate,  and  mocks  the  lover's  pains; 
Beneath  thofe  beams  that  fcorch  us  from  her  eyes. 
Her  fnowy  bofom  ftill  unmelted  lies  ; 
Love  from  her  lips  fpreads  all  his  odours  round, 
But  bears  on  ice,   and  fprings  from  frozen  ground. 

So  cold  the  clime  that  can  fuch  wonders  bear, 
The  garden  feems  an  emblem  of  the  Fair. 


D  3  TO 
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TO      THE      SAME. 

KER  GARDENS  HAVING  ESCAPED  A  FLOOD 
THAT  HAD  LAID  ALL  THE  COUNTRY  ROUND 
UNDEPv    WATER. 

"TT  7HAT  hands  divine  have  planted  and  prote(fl. 

The  torrent  fpares,  and  deluges  refpedl ; 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  fpread. 
Covering  each  oak,  and  every  mountain's  head. 
The  chofen  Patriarch  fail'd  within  his  ark. 
Nor  might  the  waves  o'erwhelm  the  facred  bark. 
The  charming  Flavia  is  no  lefs,  we  find. 
The  favourite  of  Heaven,  than  of  mankind  ; 
The  Gods,  like  rivals,  imitate  our  care. 
And  vie  with  mortals  to  oblige  the  Fair ; 
Thefe. favours  thus  beftow'd  on  her  alone, 
Are  but  the  homage  which  they  fend  her  down. 

O  Flavia !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crown'd  with  bleffings,  endlefs  as  my  love. 


TO    MY    FRIEND    DR.    GARTH. 

IN     HIS    SICKNESS. 

MACHAON  fick,  in  every  face  we  find. 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind; 
Whofe  art  protedling.  Nature  could  expire 
But  by  a  Deluge,  or  the  general  Fire. 

More 
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More  lives  he  faves,  than  perilli  in  our  wars. 
And  fafter  than  a  plague  deftroys,  repairs. 
The  bold  caroufer,  and  advent'rous  dame. 
Nor  fear  the  fever,  nor  refufe  the  flame  ; 
Safe  in  his  Ikill,  from  all  reflraints  fet  free. 
But  confcious  fhame,  remorfe,  or  piety. 

Sire  *  of  all  arts,  defend  thy  darling  fon  ; 
O  1  fave  the  man  whofe  life  's  fo  much  our  own! 
On  whom,  like  Atlas,  the  whole  world's  reclin'd. 
And  by  reftoring  Garth,  preferve  mankind. 


TO    MY    DEAR    KINSMAN, 

CHARLES    LORD    LANSDOWNE, 

UPON  THE  BOMBA"vDMEKT  OF  THE  TOWN  OF 
GRANVILLE  IN  N  O  £^  M  A  N  D  Y  ,  BY  THE  E  N  C  - 
],ISH     FLEET. 

'"ff^II  O'  built  by  Gods,  confum'd  by  hoftile  flame, 
"■-     Troy  bury'd  lies,  yet  lives  the  Tn  jan  name ; 
And  fo  Ihall  thine,  though  with  thefe  walls  were  loll- 
All  the  records  our  anceilors  could  boafl-. 
For  Latium  cc.^.quer'd,  and  for  Tun: us  llain, 
-^neas  lives,  though  not  one  ftonc  remain 

*  Apollo,  Go'.l  of  Poetry  and  Phyfic. 

D  4  Where 
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Where  he  arofe :    Nor  art  thou  lefs  renown'd 
For  thy  loud  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

Thofe  *  arms  which  for  nine  centuries  had  brav'd 
The  wrath  of  Time,  on  antique  Hone  engrav'd. 
Now  torn  by  mortars,  ftand  yet  undefac'd 
On  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  rais'd: 
Safe  on  thy  f  Eagle's  wings  they  foar  above 
The  rage  cf  war,  or  thunder  to  remove. 
Borne  by  the  Bird  cf  Ca^far,  and  of  Jove. 


■WMHW 
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S  n  T  1  N  G      AT       SIR       GODFREY       K  i;  E  L  L  E  R  's      FOR 
HER    PICTURE. 


W/  ^^^^^'  Kneller,  with  inimitable  art, 

*      Attempts  that  face  whcfe  print 's  on  every 
heart. 
The  Poet,  with  a  pencil  lefs  confin'd. 
Shall  paint  her  virtues,  and  defcribe  her  mind. 


•  The  Granville  Arms  (lill  remaining  at  that  time  on 
one  of  the  gates  of  the  town. 

f  He  was  created  a  Count  of  the  Empiie,  the  Family 
Arms  to  be  borne  for  ever  upon  the  bicait  of  the  Imperial 
ipread  Eag'e. 

Unk  ck 
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Unlock  the  flirine,  and  to  the  fight  unfold 

The  fecret  gems,  and  all  the  inward  gold. 

Two  only  patterns  do  the  Mufes  name. 

Of  perfed  beauty,  but  of  guilty  fame  ; 

A  Venus  and  an  Helen  have  been  feen. 

Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  Goddefs  and  the  Queen: 

In  this  the  third,  are  reconcil'd  at  laft 

Thofe  jarring  attributes  of  Fair  and  Challe, 

With  graces  that  attra£l,  but  not  enfnare. 

Divinely  good,  as  flie 's  divinely  fair; 

With  beauty,  not  afFedled,  vain,  nor  proud  ; 

With  greatnefs,  eafy,  affable,  and  good: 

Others  by  guilty  artifice,  and  arts 

Of  promis'd  kindnefs,  praftife  on  our  hearts. 

With  expeftation  blow  the  paffion  up ; 

She  fans  the  fire,  without  one  gale  of  hope. 

Like  the  chafte  moon,  fhe  ftiines  to  all  mankind. 

But  to  Endymion  is  her  love  confin'd. 

What  cruel  deiliny  on  Beauty  waits. 

When  on  one  face  depend  fo  many  fates ! 

Obiig'd  by  honour  to  relieve  but  one, 

Unhapy  men  by  thoufands  are  undone. 


T  O 
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TO    MRS.    GRANVILLE, 
OF  VVOTTON  IN  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE; 

AFTERWARDS      LADY      CONWAY. 

T    OVE,  like  a  tyrant  whom  no  laws  conftrain, 
•*— '  Now  for  feme  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain ; 
Beauty,  by  vaft  deftrudlions  got  renown. 
And  Lovers  only  by  their  rage  were  known: 
But  Granville,  more  aufpicious  to  mankind, 
Conqu'ring  the  heart,  as  much  inflrudts  the  mind; 
Bleft  in  the  fate  of  her  vidlorious  eyes, 
Seeing,  we  love  ;"  and  hearing,  we  grow  wife : 
So  Rome  for  wifdom,  as  for  conqueil:  fam'd, 
Improv'd  with  arts,  whom  ihe  by  arms  had  tam'd. 
Above  the  clouds  is  plac'd  this  glorious  light. 
Nothing  lies  hid  from  her  enquiring  fight ; 
Athens  and  Rome  for  arts  reftor'd  rejoice. 
Their  language  takes  new  mufic  from  her  voice; 
Learning  and  Love,  in  the  fame  feat  we  find. 
So  bright  her  eyes,  and  fo  adorn'd  her  mind. 

Long  had  Minerva  govern'd  in  the  fkies. 
But  now  defcends,  couftil  to  human  eyes  ; 
Behold  in  Granville,  that  infpiring  Queen, 
Whom  learned  Athens  fo  ador'd  unfeen. 

T  O 
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TO    MRS.     AFRA    BEHN. 

'  I  ^WO  warrior  *  chiefs  the  voice  of  Fame  divide, 
-*-     Who  beft  deferv'd,  not  Plutarch  could  decide ; 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  fome  for  your  eyes  declare; 
Debates  arife,  which  captivates  us  moil. 
And  none  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he  's  loll. 
The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear  ; 
Venus  the  dove  ;  Pallas  the  fhield  and  fpear  : 
Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  Gods  affign. 
Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart,  and  pen  be  thine. 


THE     DESERTION. 

"KJGW  fly,  Difcretion,  to  my  aid, 
•^  ^     See  haughty  Myra,  fair  and  brightj 
In  all  the  pomp  of  love  array'd  ; 
Ah  !  how  1  tremble  at  the  fight ! 
She  comes,  Oie  comes — before  her  all 
Mankind  does  proilrate  fall. 

*  Alexander  and  Caefar, 
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Love,  a  deftroyer  fierce  and  young, 
Advent'rous,  terrible,  and  ftrong. 

Cruel  and  rafh,  delighting  ftill  to  vex. 
Sparing  nor  age  nor  fex. 

Commands  in  chief;  well  fortify'd  he  lies. 
And  from  her  lips,  her  cheeks  and  eyes. 
All  o'^pofition  he  defies. 
Reafon,  Love's  old  inveterate  foe. 
Scarce  ever  reconcil'd  till  now, 
Reafon  affilis  her  too. 

A  v>  ife  commander  he,  for  council  fit ; 
But  nice  and  coy,  nor  has  been  feen  to  fit 
In  modern  fynod,  nor  appear'd  of  late 
In  courts,  nor  camps,  nor  in  affairs  of  ftate; 
Reafon  proclaims  them  all  his  foes, 
Who  fuch  refiillefs  charms  oppofe. 

My  very  bofom  friends  make  war 
Within  my  breaft,  and  in  her  intereils  are  ; 
Eileem  and  judgment  with  ftrong  fancy  join 
To  court,  and  call  the  fair  invader  in  ; 
My  darling  favourite  inclination  too. 

All,  all  confpiring  with  the  foe. 

Ah !  whither  ihall  I  fly  to  hide 
My  weaknefs  from  the  conqu'ror's  pride? 
Now,  now,  Difcretion  be  my  guide. 
But  fee,  this  mighty  Archimedes  too. 
Surrenders  now. 


Prefuming 
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Prefuming  longer  to  refill 
His  very  name, 
Difcretion  muil  difclaim  ; 
Folly  and  madnefs  only  would  perfilt. 


SONG. 

T'LL  tell  her  the  next  time,  faid  I, 
In  vain  !  in  vain  !  for  when  I  try,    . 
Upon  my  timorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents  die. 
Alas !  a  thoufand  thoufand  fears 
Still  overawe  when  flie  appears ! 
My  breath  is  fpent  in  fighs,  my  eyes  are  drown'd  in 
tears. 


IN     PRAISE     OF     MYR  A. 

'npUNE,  tune  thy  lyre,  begin  my  Mufe, 
-*■     What  nymph,  what  Queen,  what  Goddefs  wilt 
thou  choofe  ? 
Whofe  praifes  fing?    What  charmer's  name 
Tranfmit  immortal  down  to  Fame  ? 
Strike,  llrike  thy  brings,  let  Echo  take  the  found. 
And  bear  it  far,  to  all  the  mountains  round  ; 

Pindus 
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Pindus  again  fhall  hear,  again  rejoice. 

And  Hemus  too,  as  when  th'  enchanting  voice 

Of  tuneful  Orpheus  charm'd  the  grove, 

Taught  oaks  to  dance,  and  made  the  cedars  move. 

Nor  Venus,  nor  Diana  will  we  name  ; 
Myra  is  Venus  and  Diana  too. 
All  that  was  feign'd  of  them,  apply 'd  to  her,  is  true; 
Then  fmg,  my  Mufe,  let  Myra  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  fhepherds  would  a  garland  make. 
They    fearch    with   care    the    fragrant    meadows 
round  ; 
Plucking  but  here  and  there  and  only  take 

The  choiceil  flow'rs  with  which  feme  nymph  is 
crown' d. 

In  framing  Myra  fo  divinely  fair. 
Nature  has  taken  the  fame  care  ; 
All  that  is  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  fee. 
All,  beauteous  Myra,  all  bound  up  in  thee. 
Where  Myra  is,  there  is  the  Queen  of  Love, 
Th'  Arcadian  pafiures,  and  th'  Idalian  grove. 
Let  Myra  dance,  fo  charming  is  her  mien. 
In  every  movement  every  grace  is  feen ; 
Let  Myra  fmg,  the  notes  fo  fweetly  wound;^ 
The  fyrens  Vv'ould  be  filent  at  the  found. 
Place  me  on  mcuntains  of  eternal  fnow. 
Where  all  is  ice,  all  winter  winds  that  blow; 

Or 
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Or  call  me  underneath  the  burning  line. 

Where  everlafting  lun  does  fhine  ; 
Where  all  is  fcorch'd — whatever  you  decree. 

Ye  Gods !  wherever  I  fliall  be, 
Myra  fhall  Hill  be  lov'd,  and  Hill  ador'd  by  me. 


SONG. 
TO         MYRA. 


"^X/H  Y,  cruel  creature,  why  Co  bent 

"        To  vex  a  tender  heart  ? 
To  gold  and  title  you  relent, 
Love  throws  in  vain  his  dart. 

II. 

Let  glittering  fools  in  courts  be  great  ; 

For  pay,  let  armies  move ; 
Beauty  fhould  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows,  and  love. 

in. 

rf  on  thofe  endlefs  charms  you  lay 

The  value  that 's  their  due. 
Kings  are  themfelves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thoufand  worlds  too  few. 

IV.  But 
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IV. 
But  if  a  paffivon  without  vice, 

Without  difguife  or  art. 
Ah  Myra  !   if  true  love  's  your  price. 
Beheld  it  in  my  heart. 


MYRA       SINGING. 

'T^HE  fyrens,  once  deluded,  vainly  charm'd, 
-■■     Ty'd  to  the  mail,  Ulyffes  fail'd  unharm'd; 
Had  Myra's  voice  entic'd  his  liftening  ear. 
The  Greek  had  ftopt,  and  would  have  dy'd  to  hear. 
When  Myra  fmgs,  we  feek  th'  enchanting  found, 
And  blefs  the  notes  that  do  fo  fweetly  wound. 
What  mufic  needs  muft  dwell  1100:1  that  tongue, 
Whofe  fpeech  is  tuneful  as  another's  fong ! 
Such  harmony  !   fuch  wit !  a  face  fo  fair  ! 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bear  ? 
Who  from  her  wit,  or  from  her  beauty  flies, 
If  with  her  voice  fhe  overtakes  him,  dies. 

Like  foldiers  fo  in  battle  we  fucceed. 
One  peril  'fcaping,  by  another  bleed  ; 
In  vain  the  dart,  or  glittering  fword  we  fhun, 
Condemn'd  to  perifh  by  the  flaughtering  gun. 


MYRA. 


[     49     ] 


M       Y       R       A. 

AT  A   REVIEW  OF    THE    GUARDS    IN    H"i' DE-PA 

T     ET  meaner  beauties  conquer  frngly  fill', 
■^■"^   But  haughty  Myra  will  by  thoufands  kill; 
Through  armed  ranks  triumphantly  fhe  rfrivs. 
And  with  one  glance  commands  a  thoufand  lives : 
The  trembling  heroes,  nor  refill:,  nor  fly. 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  fquadrons  die. 


TO       MYRA. 

^^TATURE  indulgent,  provident  and  kind, 
•*'       In  all  things  that  excel,  fome  ufe  defign'd; 
The  radiant  fun,  of  every  heavenly  light 
The  firft  (did  Myra  not  difpute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thoufand  bleflings  down  ; 
Nor  is  he  fet  fo  high  for  (how  alone, 
His  beams  reviving  with  aufpicious  fire. 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  what  all  admire: 
The  moon  and  ftars,  thofe  faithful  guides  of  night. 
Are  plac'd  to  help,  not  entertain  the  fight: 
Plants,  fruits,  and  flov.ers  the  fertile  fields  produce. 
Not  for  vain  ornament,  but  wholefome  ufe ; 
Vol.  XXXVIU.  E  Hcahh 
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Health  they  reftore,  and  nourifhment  they  give^ 
We  fee  with  pleafure,  but  we  tafte  to  live. 

Then  think  not,  Myra,  that  thy  form  was  meant 
More  to  creat.;  defire,  than  to  content ; 
Would  the  juil  Gods  fo  many  charms  provide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortal's  pride? 
Would  they  have  form'd  thee  fo  above  thy  kx. 
Only  to  play  the  lyrant,  and  to  vex  r 
'Tis  im.pious  pleafure  to  delight  in  harm. 
And  Beauty  (hould  be  kind,  as  well  as  charm. 


THE    PROGRESS    OF    BEAUTY. 

^"T^  H  E  God  of  day  defcending  from  above, 
-^     Mixt  with  the  fea,  and  got  the  Queen  of  Lovcc 
Beauty,  that  fires  the  world,  'twas  fit  ihould  rife 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  ftars  and  Ikies. 
In  Cyprus  long,  by  men  and  Gods  obey'd. 
The  lover's  toil  ihc  gratefully  repaid, 
Promifcuous  bleifings  to  her  Haves  affign'd, 
And  taught  the  world  that  Beauty  (hould  be  kind. 
Learn  by  this  pattern,  all  ye  Fair,  to  charm. 
Bright  be  your  beams,  but  without  fcorching  warm. 
Helen  was  next  from  Greece  to  Phrygia  brought. 
With  much  expence  of  blood  and  empire  fought : 
Beauty  and  Love  the  noblefl  caufe  afford. 
That  can  try  valour,  or  employ  the  fword. 

Not 
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Not  men  alone  incited  by  her  charms, 
But  Heaven 's  concern'd,  and  all  the  Gods  take  arms. 
The  happy  Trojan  glorioufly  pofieft. 
Enjoys  the  dame,  and  leaves  to  fate  the  reft. 
Your  cold  reflexions,  moralifts,  forbear, 
His  title  's  beil  who  bell  can  plcafe  the  Fair. 
And  now  the  Gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares. 
The  fierce  defires,  diftraftions,  and  defpairs 
Of  tortur'd  men,  while  Beauty  was  confined, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 
Greece  was  the  land  where  this  bright  race  begun. 
And  faw  a  thoufand  rivals  to  the  fun. 
Hence  foIlov.'M  arts,  while  each  employ'd  his  care 
Ih  new  produftions  to  delight  the  Fair: 
To  bright  Afpafia  Socrates  retir'd. 
His  wifdom  grew  but  as  his  love  infpir'd ; 
ThoL-  rocks  and  oaks  which  fuch  emotions  felt. 
Were  cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taught  to  melt; 
Mufic,  and  fongs,  and  every  way  to  move 
The  raviili'd  heart,  were  feeds  and  plants  of  love. 

The  Gods,  entic'd  by  fo  divine  a  birth, 
Defcend  from  heaven  to  this  new  heaven  on  earth; 
Thy  wit,  O  Mercury's  no  defence  from  love; 
Nor  Mars,  thy  target ;  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove. 
The  mad  immortals  in  a  thoufand  fhapes, 
Range  the  wide  globe ;  fome  yield,  fome  fulfer  rape 
Invaded,  or  deceiv'd,  not  one  efcapes. 
The  wife,  though  a  bright  Goddefs,  thus  gives  place 
To  mortrd  concubines  of  frelli  embrace  ; 

E  2  By 
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By  fuch  examples  were  we  taught  to  fee 
The  life  and  foul  of  love,  is  fweet  variety. 

In  thofe  iirll  times,  ere  charming  womankind 
Reform'd  their  pleafures,  polifhing  the  mind. 
Rude  were  their  revels,  and  obfcene  their  joys. 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  luH  of  boys  j 
Phoebus  laments  for  Hyacinthus  dead. 
And  Juno  jealous,  ftorms  at  Ganymed. 
Return,  my  Mufe,  and  clofe  that  odious  fcene. 
Nor  ftain  thy  verfe  with  images  unclean ; 
Of  Beauty  fmg,  her  fhining  prcgrefs  view,  "| 

From  clime  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  purfue,       f 
Tell  how  the  Goddefs  fpread,  and  how  in  empire  f 
grew.  J 

Let  others  govern,  or  defend  the  flate. 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debate, 
In  lofty  arts  and  fciences  excel. 
Or  in  proud  domes  employ  their  boafted  Ikill, 
To  marble,  and  to  brafs  fuch  features  give, 
The  metal  and  the  lione  may  feem  to  live  ; 
Defcribe  the  liars,  and  planetary  way. 
And  trace  the  footfteps  of  eternal  day : 
Be  this,  my  Mufe,  thy  pleafure  and  thy  care, 
A  Have  to  Beauty,  to  record  the  Fair. 
Still  wand'ring  in  love's  fweet  delicious  maze. 
To  fmg  the  triumphs  of  fome  heavenly  face. 
Of  lovely  dames,  who  with  a  fmile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  fuppliant  lover  crown. 
From  Venus  down  to  Myra  bring  thy  fong. 
To  thee  alone  fuch  tender  talks  belong. 

From 
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From  Greece  to  Afric  Beauty  takes  her  flight. 
And  ripens  with  her  near  approach  to  light: 
Frown  not,  ye  Fair,  to  hear  of  fwarthy  dames. 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take  unerring  aims ; 
Beauty  to  no  complexion  is  confm'd. 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  none  defin'd  ; 
Jewels  that  fhine,  in  gold  or  filver  fet, 
As  precious  and  as  fparkling  are  in  jet. 
Here  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberal  heart. 
Bounteous  of  love,  improv'd  the  joy  with  art. 
The  iiril  who  gave  recruited  fiaves  to  know 
That  the  rich  pearl  was  of  more  ufe  than  fhow. 
Who  with  high  meats,  or  a  luxurious  draught. 
Kept  love  for  ever  flowing,  and  full  fraught. 
Julius  and  Anthony,  thofe  lords  of  all, 
Each  in  his  turn  prefent  the  conquer'd  ball ; 
Thofe  dreadful  Eagles  that  had  fac'd  the  lighr 
From  pole  to  pole,  fall  dazzled  at  her  fight: 
Nor  was  her  death  lefs  glorious  than  her  life, 
A  conflant  miftrefs,  and  a  faithful  wife  ; 
Her  dying  truth  fome  generous  tears  would  cofl. 
Had  not  her  fate  *  infpir'd  the  World  well  Lou ; 
With  fecret  pride  the  ravifli'd  Mufes  view 
The  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew. 

Pleas'd  in  fuch  happy  climates,  warm  and  bright,. 
Love  for  fome  ages  revel'd  with  delight ; 

*  All  for  Love  i   or.   The  World  well  Loft:    written 
by  Mr.  Diyden. 

E  3  Thfr 
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The  martial  Moors  in  gallantry  refin'd. 
Invent  new  arts  to  make  their  charmers  kind; 
See  in  the  lifts,  by  golden  barriers  bound. 
In  warlike  ranks  they  wait  the  trumpet's  found ; 
Some  love-device  is  wrought  on  every  f>vord. 
And  every  ribbon  bears  feme  myitic  word. 
As  when  we  fee  the  winged  winds  engage. 
Mounted  on  courfers,  foaming  flame  and  rage, 
Ruftling  from  every  quarter  of  the  fey. 
North,  eall,  and  weii,  in  airy  fwiftnefs  vie  ; 
One  cloud  repuls'd,  new  combatants  prepare 
To  meet  as  fierce,  and  form  a  thundering  war : 
So  when  the  trumpet  founding,  gives  the  fign. 
The  judling  chiefs  in  rude  rencounter  join. 
So  meet,  and  fo  renew  the  dextrous  fight, 
Each  fair  beholder  trembling  for  her  knight ; 
Still  as  one  falls,  another  rufhes  in. 
And  all  mul^  be  o'ercome,  or  none  can  win. 
The  vi6lor,  from  the  fnining  dame,  whofe  eyes 
Aided  his  conqu'ring  arm,  receives  a  precious  prize. 
Thus  flourifh'd  Love,  and  Beauty  reign'd  in  ftate. 
Till  the  proud  Spaniard  gave  thefe  glories  date : 
Paft  is  the  gallantry,  the  fame  remains, 
Tranfmitted  fafe  in  Dryden's  lofty  fcenes ; 
Granada  *  lofl,  beheld  her  pomps  reftor'd. 
And  Almahide  f,  once  more  by  kings  ador'd. 

*  The  Conqueft  of  Granada  5  written  by  Mr,  Drvden. 
-f  The  part  of  Almahide,  performed  by  Mrs.  Eleanar 
Gwyn,  Miftrefs  to  King  Charles  II. 

Love 
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Lvove  driven  thence,  to  colder  Britaia  flies, 
id  with  bright  nymphs  the  diftant  fun  lupplies ; 
mances  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 

lie  loves  and  prowefs  of  advent'rous  knights; 
To  animate  their  rage,  a  kifs  record 
'  rorn  Britain's  faireft  nymph  was  the  reward; 
Tjius  ancient  to  Love'-s  empire  was  the  claim 
L):"  jBritifh  beauty,  and  fo  wide  the  fame, 
\\  hich,  like  our  flag  upon  the  feas,  gives  law 
By  right  avovv'd,  and  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 

Our  gallant  kings,  of  whom  large  annals  prove 
The  mighty  deeds,  fiand  as  renown'd  for  love  ; 
A  monarch's  right  o'er  Beauty  they  may  claim. 
Lords  of  that  ocean  from  whence  Beauty  came. 
Thy  Rofiimond,  great  Henry,  on  the  llage. 
By  a  late  Mufe  prefented  in  our  age. 
With  aking  hearts,  and  flowing  eyes  we  view. 
While  that  difTembied  death  prefents  the  true 
In  Bracegirdle  *,  the  perfons  fo  agree. 
That  all  feems  real  the  fpedators  fee. 

Of  Scots  and  Gauls  defeated,  and  their  kings. 
Thy  captives,  Edward,  Fame  for  ever  fmgs ; 
Like  thy  high  deeds,  thy  noble  loves  are  prais'd. 
Who  hall  to  Love  the  nobleil  trophy  rais'd: 
Thy  ftatues,  Venus,  though  by  Phidias 's  hand, 
Dcfign'd  irpmortal,  yet  no  longer  Hand  ; 
The  magic  of  thy  fliiuing  zone  is  paft, 
But  Saliibury's  Garter  fhall  for  ever  lail, 

*  A  famous  nftrefs. 

E  4  Which 
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Which  through  the  world  by  living  monarchs  worn. 
Adds  grace  to  fceptres,  and  does  crowns  adorn. 

If  fuch  their  fame  who  gave  thefe  rights  divine 
To  facred  Love,  O  !  what  difhonour  's  thine. 
Forgetful  Queen,  who  fever'd  that  bright  *  head 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarchs  to  her  bed  ? 
Hadil  thou  been  born  a  man,  thou  hadft  not  err'd. 
Thy  fame  had  liv'd,  and  Beauty  been  preferr'd; 
But  O  1  v/hat  mighty  magic  can  afTaage 
A  woman's  envy,  and  a  bigot's  rage  ? 

Love  tir'd  at  length.  Love,  that  acJighis  to  fmile. 
Flying  from  fcenes  of  horror  f,  quits  our  ifle, 
With  Charles,  the  Cupids  and  the  Graces  gone. 
In  exile  live,  for  Love  and  Charles  were  one  ; 
With  Charles  he  wanders,  and  for  Charles  he  mourns. 
But  O  !   how  iierce  the  joy  when  Charles  returns  I 
As  eager  flames  v^ith  oppofttion  pent. 
Break  out  impetuous  when  they  find  a  vent ; 
As  a  fierce  torrent  bounded  on  his  race. 
Forcing  his  way,  rolls  with  redoubled  pace : 
From  the  loud  palace  to  the  filent  grove, 
All,  by  the  King's  example,  live  and  love  ; 
The  Mufes  with  diviner  voices  fmg ; 
And  all  rejoice  to  pleafe  the  godlike  King. 

Then  Waller  in  immortal  verfe  proclaims 
The  iTiining  court,  and  all  the  glittering  dames ; 

*  Mary  Qneen  cf  Scots,    beheaded   by  Qu^een  Eliza- 
beth. 

-{■  The  Rebellion  j  and  death  of  King  Charles  I. 

Thy 
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Thy  beauty,  Sidney*,  like  Achilles'  fword, 
Refiftlefs,  rtands  upon  as  fure  record  ; 
The  fierceft  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame. 
Both  fung  alike,  fhall  have  their  fate  the  fame. 

And  now,  my  Mufe,  a  nobler  flight  prepare. 
And  fing  fo  loud  that  heaven  and  earth  may  hear. 
Behold  from  Italy  an  awful  ray 
Of  heavenly  light  illuminates  the  day, 
Northward  fhe  bends,  majellically  bright. 
And  here  Ihe  fixes  her  imperial  light. 
Be  bold,  be  bold,  my  Mufe,  nor  fear  to  raife 
Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  tliy  earlieft  praife ; 
What  though  the  fullen  Fates  refufe  to  Ihine, 
Or  frown  fevere  on  thy  audacious  line. 
Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  fteady  fight. 
The  clouds  fliall  fly  before  the  dazzling  light, 
And  everlafting  day  direft  thy  lofty  flight. 
Thou  who  has  never  yet  put  on  difguile 
To  flatter  fadlion,  or  defcend  to  vice ; 
Let  no  vain  fear  thy  generous  ardor  tame. 
But  ftand  ere6l,  and  found  as  loud  as  Fame. 

As  when  our  eyes  fome  profpeft.  v/ould  purfue, 
Defcending  from  a  hill,  looks  round  to  view, 
Pafil^s  o'er  lawns  and  meadows  till  it  gains 
Some  favourite  fpot,  and  fixing  there,  remains : 
With  equal  rapture  my  tranfported  Mufe 
Flies  other  objeds,  this  bright  theme  to  choofe. 


*  The  Lady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Mr.  Waller 
undei  the  name  of  Sachariifa, 


Queen 
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Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  charmer  of  our  fight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  his  glory  and  delight, 
Princefs  ador'd  and  lov'd  I    If  verfe  can  give 
A  deathlefs  name,  thine  (hall  for  ever  live ; 
Invok'd  vvhere-e'er  the  Britiih  lion  roars. 
Extended  as  the  feas  that  gird  the  Britiih  Ihores. 
The  wife  immortals  in  their  feats  above. 
To  crown  their  labours,  ftill  appointed  Love  j 
Phoebus  enjoy'd  the  Goddefs  of  the  fea, 
Alcides  had  Omphale,  James  has  Thee. 
O  happy  James !   content  thy  mighty  mind. 
Grudge  net  the  v/orld,  for  ftill  thy  Queen  is  kind. 
To  lie  but  at  v/hofe  feet  more  glory  brings 
Than  'tis  to  tread  on  fceptres,  and  on  kings : 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breall, 
Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  fo  bleft? 
Was  Helen  half  fo  fair,  fo  form'd  for  joy, 
Weil  chofe  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. 
But  ah!  what  ilrange  viciiTitudes  of  fate. 
What  chance  attends  on  every  worldly  Hate  ? 
As  when  the  ikies  were  fack'd,  the  conquer'd  Gods 
Compell'd  from  heaven,  forfook  their  bleii:  abodes  ,- 
Wandering  in  woods,  they  hid  from  den  to  den. 
And  fought  their  fafety  in  the  fhapes  of  men. 
As  when  the  winds  with  kindling  flames  confpire. 
The  blaze  increafes,  as  they  fan  the  fire  ; 
From  roof  to  roof  the  burning  torrent  pours. 
Nor  fpares  the  palace,  nor  the  loftiefc  towers: 
Or,  as  the  ftately  pine,  creeling  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  fhooting  to  the  iky, 

If 
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If  riven  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
Down  falls  at  once  the  pride  of  all  the  grove. 
Level  with  lowed  Ihrubs  lies  the  tall  head 
'i  hat  rear'd  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  fpread. 
So******* 
But  ceafe,   my  Mufe,  thy  colours  are  too  faint. 
Hide  with  a  veil  thofe  griefs  which  none  can  paint;  . 
This  fun  is  fet.— But  fee  in  bright  array 
What  holb  of  heavenly  light  recruit  the  day. 
Love,  in  a  fhining  Galaxy,  appears 
Triumphant  iHll,  and  Grafton  leads  the  liars. 
Ten  thoufand  loves,  ten  thoufand  feveral  ways 
Invade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gaze; 
Her  eyes  refifilefs  as  the  fyrens  voice. 
So  fweet  's  the  charm,  we  make  our  fate  our  choice. 
Who  moft  refembles  her  let  next  be  nam'd, 
MUiers  *  for  wifiom  and  deep  judgment  fam'd. 
Of  a  high  race,  victorious  Beauty  brings 
To  grace  our  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  delight  my  Mufe  to  Sandwich  flies  ! 
Whofe  wit  is  piercing  as  her  fparkling  eyes : 
Ah !   how  Ihe  mounts,  and  fpreads  her  airy  wings. 
And  tunes  her  voice,  when  fne  of  Ormond  iings ! 
Of  radiant  Ormond,  only  fit  to  be 
The  fucceffor  of  beauteous  Offory. 

Richmond  's  a  title,  that  but  nam'd,  implies 
Majeilic  graces,  and  vidPorious  eyes  ; 
Fair  Villicrs  firll,  then  haughty  Stuart  came. 
And  Brudenal  nov/  no  lefs  adorns  the  name. 

*  Countefs  of  Orkney. 

Dorfet 
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Dorfet  already  is  immortal  made 

In  Prior's  verfe,  nor  needs  a  iecond  aid.. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenberg  we  find. 
That  Beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 

Rupert  of  royal  blood,  with  modeft  grace, 
Blufhes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face. 

Not  Helen  with  St.  Alban's  might  compare  :  y 
Nor  let  the  Mufe  omit  Scroop,  Holms,  and  Hare  :  > 
Hyde,  Venus  is ;  the  Graces  are  Kildare.  3 

Soft  and  delicious  as  a  fouthern  fky. 
Are   Dafhwood^s  fmiles ;    when    Darnley  *  frowns 

we  die. 
Carelefs  f ,  but  yet  fecure  of  conqueft  ftill, 
Lu'fon  unaiming,  never  fails  to  kill ; 
Guiltlefs  of  pride  to  captivate,  or  (liine. 
Bright  without  art,  fhe  v/ounds  Vvithout  deflgn:: 
But  Wyndham  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart. 
And  takes  a  cruel  plealure  in  the  fmart, 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  killing  fake; 
AiTerting  the  dominion  of  her  eyes. 
As  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize.. 

The  fkilful  Mufe's  earlieft  care  has  been 
The  praife  of  never-fading  Mazarine; 
The  Pcet  |  and  his  theme,  in  fpite  of  Time,. 
For  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endlefs  ]:rime. 

•  Lndy  Catherine  Darr.lcy,  Duchefs  of  Buckingham. 

f  Lady  Cower. 

X  Monfieur  St.  Evremont. 

V/ith 
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With  charms  fo  numerous  Myra  does  furprize. 
The  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies  ; 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  fo  fure, 
No  flight  can  fave,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

Yet  *  dawning  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
O  fee  !   another  Brudenel  heavenly  bright. 
Born  to  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line, 
And  fix  Love's  empire  in  that  race  divine. 

Pain  would  my  Mufe  to  Cecil  J  bend  her  fight. 
But  turns  aftoni{h'd  from  the  dazzling  light. 
Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  fteepy  flight. 

O  Kneller !  like  thy  piftures  were  my  fong, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  ftrong ; 
Thefe  matchlefs  Beauties  ftiould  recorded  be. 
Immortal  in  my  verfe,  as  in  thy  Gallery  §. 


•  Lady  Molyneux. 

X  Lady  Ranelagh. 

§  The  Gallery  of  Beauties  in  Hampton-Court,  drawn 
•by  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller. 


T  O 
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TO      THE 

COUNTESS     OF     NEWBOURG, 

liXSISTING     EARNESTLY      TO      BE     TOLD     WHO     I 
MEANT     BT     MYRA. 

"IXTTTHMyra's  Charms,  and  my  extreme  defpair, 

^  "     Long  had  my  Mufe  amaz'd  the  reader's  ear. 
My  friends,  with  Pity,  heard  the  mournful  found, 
And  all  enquir'd  from  whence  the  fatal  wound ; 
Th'  aftonifh'd  world  beheld  an  endlefs  flame, 
Ne'er  to  be  quench'd,  unknowing  whence  it  came : 
So  fcatter'd  fire  from  fcorch'd  Vefuvius  flifes. 
Unknown  the  fource  from  whence  thofe  flames  arife  : 
^Egyptian  Nile  fo  fpreads  its  waters  round, 
O'erflowing  far  and  near,  its  head  unfound. 

Myra  herfelf,  touch'd  with  the  moving  fong. 
Would  needs  be  told  to  whom  thofe  plaints  belong ; 
My  timorous  tongue  not  daring  to  confefs. 
Trembling  to  name,  would  fain  have  had  her  guefs  ; 
Impatient  of  excufe,  ihe  urges  iHll, 
Perfiib  in  her  demand,  flie  muft,  fne  will ; 
If  filent,  I  am  threaten'd  with  her  hate  ; 
If  I  obey — Ah  1  what  may  be  miy  fate  ? 
Uncertain  to  conceal,  or  to  unfold. 
She  fmiles — txhe  goddefs  fmiles — and  I  grow  bold. 

My  vows  to  Myra,  all  were  meant  to  thee. 
The  praife,  the  love,  the  maichlefs  conilancy. 

'Twas 
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'T-vvas  thus  of  old,  when  all  th'  immortal  dames 

Were  ^rac'd  by  poets,  each  with  ieveral  names  ; 

For  Venus,  Cytherea  was  invok'd  ; 

Altars  for  Pallas,  to  Tritonia  Imok'd. 

Such  names  were  theirs ;  and  thou  the  moft  divine. 

Moil:  lov'd  of  heav'niy  beauties — Myra's  thine. 


T     O         M     Y     R     A. 

I. 

Q  O  calm,  and  fo  ferene,  but  now, 

^  What  means  this  change  on  Myra*3  brow  ? 

Her  anguilli  love  now  glows  and  burns 

Then  chills  and  fhakes,  and  the  cold  fit  returns. 

II. 

Mock'd  with  deluding  looks  and  fmiles. 

When  on  her  pity  1  depend, 
?vly  :'.iry  hope  ilie  foon  beguiles, 
And  laughs  to  fee  my  torments  never  end. 

III. 

So  up  the  ileepy  hill,  with  pain. 
The  weighty  Hone  is  rolPd  in  vain. 
Which  having  touch'd  the  top,  recoils. 
And  leaves  the  lab'rer  to  renew  his  toils. 


TO 
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TO         M     Y     R     A. 

T     O  S  T  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 

-*-^  Whom  now  her  fmiles  reviv'd,  her  fcorn  deftroys: 

She  will,  and  (he  will  not,  Ihe  grants,  denies, 

Confents,  retrafts,  advances,  and  then  flies. 

Approving,  and  rejecling  in  a  breath. 

Now  proiF'ring  mercy,  now  prefenting  death. 

Thus  hoping,  thus  defpairing,  never  fure. 

How  various  are  the  torments  I  endure  ! 

Cruel  eftate  of  Doubt  1   Ah,  Myra,  try 

Once  to  refolve — or  let  me  live,  or  die. 


TO        MYRA. 

I. 

THOUGHTFUL  nights,  and  reftlefs  waking. 
Oh,  the  pains  that  we  endure  1 
Broken  faith,  unkind  forfaking, 
Ever  doubting,  never  fure. 

n. 

Hopes  deceiving,  vain  endeavours, 

What  a  race  has  love  to  run ! 
Falfe  protefting,  fleeting  favours, 

Ev'ry,  ev'ry  way  undone. 

HI.  StUl 
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III. 

Still  complaining,  and  defending. 
Both  to  love,  yet  not  agree  ; 

Fears  tormenting,  PaiTion  rending. 
Oh  !    the  Pangs  of  jealoufy  I 

IV, 

From  fjch  painful  ways  of  living. 
Ah  !  how  fweet  could  love  be  free  ! 

Still  prefenting,  ftill  receiving. 
Fierce,   immortal  ecftafv. 


SONG     TO     M  Y  R  A. 

WT  H  Y  fhould  a  heart  fo  tender,  break  ? 

'  ^        O  Myra  !  give  its  anguifh  eafe  ; 
The  ufe  of  beauty  you  miftake, 
Not  meant  to  vex,  but  pleafe. 

Thofe  lips  for  fmiling  were  defign'd  ; 

That  bofom  to  be  prell ; 
*Your  eyes  to  languifh,  and  look  kind ; 

For  amorous  arms,  your  waift. 

Each  thing  has  its  appointed  right, 

Eftablifh'd  by  the  Pow'rs  above, 
The  fun  to  give  us  warmth,  and  light, 

Myra  to  kindle  love. 

Vol.  XXXVIII.  F  TO 
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TO        M     Y     R     A, 

QINCE  truth  and  conftar.cy  are  vain, 
^^   Since  neither  \ovq  nor  {en{e  of  pain. 
Nor  force  of  reafon  can  perfuade. 
Then  let  example  be  obey'd. 

In  courts  and  cities,  could  you  fee 
Kow  well  the  wanton  fools  agree  ; 
Were  all  the  curtains  drawn,  you'd  find 
Not  one,  perhaps,  but  who  is  kind. 

Minerva,  naked  from  above. 
With  Venus,  and  the  wife  of  jove, 

Expofmg  ev'ry  Beauty  bare, 

Defcending  to  the  Trojan  heir  j 

Yet  this  was  fhe  whom  poets  name 

Gcddsfs  of  chaftity  and  fame. 
Penelope,  her  lord  away, 

Gave  am'rcus  audiences  all  day ; 

Now  round  the  bowl  the  fuitors  iit. 

With  wine,  provoking  mirth  and  wit. 

Then  down  they  take  the  ftubborn  bow. 

Their  llrength,  it  feems,  fhe  needs  mull  know. 

Thus  twenty  chearful  winters  pail:. 

She's  yet  immortaliz'd  for  chafle. 

Smile  Myra,  then,  reward  my  flame, 

And  be  as  much  fecure  of  fame  ; 

By  all  thofe  matchlefs  beauties  fir'd. 

By  my  own  m:;tchlefs  love  infpir'd  ; 
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So  will  I  Ting,  fuch  wonders  write, 
That  when  th'  aftonifh'd  world  fliall  cite 
A  nymph  of  fpotlefs  worth  and  fame, 
Mvra  Ihall  be  th'  immortal  name. 


SONG    TO     M  Y  R  A. 

'f::j^ORS  AKEN  of  my  kindly  ilars, 
-^        Within  this  melancholy  grove 
I  wafte  my  days  and  nights  in  tears, 

A  vi(5lim  to  ingrateful  love. 
The  happy  flill  untimely  end. 

Death  flies  from  grief,  or  why  fhould  X 
So  many  hours  in  forrow  fpend, 

Wifhing,  alas  !  in  vain  to  die  ? 

Ye  powers,  take  pity  of  my  pain. 

This,  only  this  is  my  defire  ; 
Ah  !  take  from  Myra  her  difdain. 

Or  let  me  with  this  figh  expire. 


TO     MYRA. 

I. 

^TTHEN  wilt  thou  break,  my  ftubborn  heart  ? 

^  ^    O  death !  how  flow  to  take  my  part ! 
Whatever  I  purflie,  denies. 
Death,  death  itfelf,  like  Myra,  flies* 

F  2  II,  Love 
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II. 

Love  and  defpair,  like  twins,  pofleft 
At  tlie  fame  fatal  birth  my  breaft ; 
No  hope  could  be,  her  fcorn  was  all 
That  to  my  deilin'd  lot  could  fall. 

III. 
I  thought,  alas !   that  love  could  dwell 
But  in  warm  climes,  where  no  fnovv  fell ; 
Like  plants,  that  kindly  heat  require. 
To  be  maintain'd  by  conftant  fire. 

IV. 

That  without  hope,  'tvvou'd  die  as  foon, 
A  little  Hope — but  I  have  none  : 
On  air  the  poor  Camelions  thrive, 
Deny'd  e'en  that,  my  love  can  live. 

V. 
As  tougheft  trees  in  florms  are  bred. 
And  grow  in  fpite  of  winds,  and  fpread 
The  more  the  tempeft  tears  and  fhakes 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes. 

VI. 

Defpair,  tTiat  aconite  does  prove. 
And  certain  death  to  others  love  ; 
That  poifon,  never  yet  withftood. 
Does  ncurifli  mine^  and  turns  to  food. 


PHYLLIS     DRINKING. 

vir. 

O  !    for  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart 
Condemn'd  to  fufFer  deathlefs  fmart  ? 
Like  fad  Prometheus,  thus  to  lie 
In  endlefs  pain,  and  never  die. 


PHYLLIS     DRINKING. 


XTTH  XL  E  Phyllis  is  drinking,  love  and  wine  in 

alliance. 
With  forces  united,  bid  refiftlefs  defiance. 
By  the  touch  of  her  lips  the  wine  fparkles  higher. 
And  her  eyes,  by  her  drinking,  redouble  their  fire, 

II. 

Her   cheeks  glow  the   brighter,   recruiting  thsir 

colour, 
As  flowers  by  fprinkling  revive  with  freih  odour ; 
Each  dart  dipt  in  wine,  gives  a  wound  beyond  curing. 
And  the  liquor,   like  oil,    makes  the    flame  mere 

enduring. 

III. 

Then  Phyllis,  begin,  let  our  raptures  abound. 
And  a  kifs,  and  a  Glafs,  be  ftill  going  round. 
Relieving  each  other,  our  pleafures  are  lafl:ing. 
And  we  never  are  cloy'd,  yet  are  ever  a  tafting, 

'  F  3  TO 
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TO         M     Y     R    A. 

I. 

P  R  E  P  AR'D  10  rail,  refolv'd  to  part, 
"*■       When  I  approach'd  the  perjur'd  fair. 
What  is  it  awes  my  timorous  heart  ? 
Why  does  my  tongue  forbear  r 

IJ. 

With  the  leaft  glance,  a  little  kind. 

Such  wond'rous  povv'r  have  Myra's  charms. 

She  calms  my  doubts,  enllaves  my  mind. 
And  all  my  rage  difarms. 

III. 

Forgetful  of  her  broken  vows. 

When  gazing  on  that  form  divine. 

Her  injur 'd  vaffal  trembling  bows, 
Nor  dares  her  Have  repine. 


THE     ENCHANTMENT. 

IN     IMITATION     OF     THEOCRITUS. 

"I^^IX,  mix  the  Philters,  quick— ihe  flies,  flie  flies, 
•*-^^  Deaf  to  my  call,  regardlefs  of  my  cries. 
Are  vows  fo  vain  ?  could  oaths  fo  feeble  prove  ? 
Ah !  with  what  eafe  Ihe  breaks  thofe  chains  of  love  ! 

Whom 


THE    ENCHANTMENT.  71 

Whom  love  with  all  his  force  had  bound  in  vain, 
Let  charms  compel,  and  magic  rites  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myllic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  v.-anderer. 
Queen  of  the  nighty  bright  emprefs  of  the  fears. 
The  friend  of  love,  afuft  a  lover's  cares  ; 
And  thou,  infernal  Hecate,  be  nigh. 
At  whofe  approach  fierce  wolves  affrighted  fly : 
Dark  tombs  difclofe  their  dead,  and  hollow  cries 
Echo  from  under  ground — Arife,  arife. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myilic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  crackling  in  the  fire  this  laurel  lies. 
So,  ftrugling  in  love's  flame,  her  lover  dies ; 
It  burlls,  and  in  a  blaze  of  light  expires. 
So  may  llie  burn,  but  with  mere  laiting  fires. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mylUc  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  the  wax  melts,  which  to  the  flame  I  hold, 
So  may  fhe  melt,  and  never  more  grow  cold. 
Tough  iron  will  yield,  and  ilubborn  marble  run. 
And  hardeft  hearts  by  love  are  melted  down. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myilic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  with  impetuous  motion  whirling  round. 
This  magic  wheel  fiill  moves,  yet  keeps  its  ground. 
Ever  returning,  fo  may  ihe  come  back. 
And  never  more  the  appointed  round  forfake. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myllic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Aiyra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 

F  4  Diana, 
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Diana,  hail !  all  hail  1  moll  welcome  thou. 
To  whom  th'  infernal  king  and  judges  bow ; 
O  thou,  whofe  art  the  power  of  hell  difarms. 
Upon  a  faithlefs  woman  try  thy  charms. 
Hark!  the  dogs  howl,  ihe  comes,  the  goddefs  comes, 
Sound  the  loud  trump,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums. 
Eegin,  begin,  the  myftic  frels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
How  calm's  the  ikv  !  how  undiflurb'd  the  deep  ! 
Nature  is  hufht,  the  very  tempeils  fieep  ; 
The  drowfy  winds  breathe  gently  thro'  the  trees. 
And  nlent  on  the  beach,  repofe  the  feas  : 
Love  only  wakes ;  the  florm  that  tears  my  breall 
For  ever  rages,  and  difrra^ls  my  reft  : 
O  love  !  relentlefs  love  !  tyrant  accurft. 
In  defarts  bred,  by  cruel  tygers  nurs'd! 
Begin,  begin,  the  myfiic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
This  Ribbon,  that  once  bound  her  lovely  waifte, 
O  that  my  arms  m.ight  gird  her  there  as  faft  1  . 
Smiling  fhe  gave  it,  and  1  priz'd  it  more 
Than  the  rich  zone  the  Idalian  Goddefs  wore: 
This  R-ibbon,  this  lov'd  relidl  of  the  fair. 
So  kift,  and  fo  preferv'd — thus— thus  I  tear. 
O  love  1  why  doft  thou  thus  delight  to  rend 
My  foul  with  pain  .?  Ah  !  why  torment  thy  friend  r 
Begin,  begin,  the  myilic  fpels  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thrice  have  I  facrific'd,  and  prcftrate  thrice 
Ador'd :  affill,  ye  powers,  the  {;icrifice. 

Whcs  'er 
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Whce'er  he  is  whom  now  the  fair  beguiles 
With  guilty  glances,  and  with  perjur'd  fmiles. 
Malignant  vapours  blaft  his  impious  head, 
Ye  lightnings  icorch  him,  thunder  ilrike  him  dead; 
Horror  of  confcience  all  his  {lumbers  break, 
Diilradl  his  reft,  as  love  keeps  me  awake  ; 
If  m.arried,  may  his  wife  an  Helen  be. 
And  curs'd,  and  fcorn'd,  like  Menelaus,  he. 
Begin,  beghi,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thefe  pov/crful  drops,  thrice  on  the  threfhold  pour. 
And  bathe  with  this  enchanted  juice,  her  door. 
That  door  where  no  admittance  now  is  found, 
But  where  my  foul  is  ever  hovering  round. 
Hafte,  and  obey  ;  and  binding  be  the  fpell : 
Here  ends  my  charm  ;  O  Love  !   fucceed  it  well: 
By  force  of  magic,  flop  the  flying  Fair, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thou  'rt  now  alone,  and  painful  is  reilraint, 
Eafe  thy  preft  heart,  and  give  thy  forrows  vent ; 
"Whence  fprang,  and  how  began  thefe  griefs,  declare^ 
How  mucii  thy  love,  how  cruel  thy  dcfpair. 
Ye  moon  and  liars,  by  whofe  aufpicious  light 
I  haunt  thefe  groves,  and  wafte  the  tedious  night ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Too  late  for  hope,  for  my  repofe  too  foon 
1  faw,  and  lov'd :  Her  heart  cngag'd,  was  gone ; 
A  happier  man  poflcfs'd  v*'hcm  I  adore  ; 
O!   I  fi.ould  ne'er  have  fccn,  or  (ccn  before. 

Tell, 
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Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguiili,  and  its  iecret  fniart. 
What  ftiall  I  do  ?    Shall  I  in  Tilence  bear, 
Deflroy  myfelf,  or  kill  the  ravifher? 
Die,  wretched  lover,  die  ;   but  O  !   beware. 
Hurt  not  the  man  who  is  belov'd  by  her  ; 
Wait  for  a  better  hour,  and  truft  thy  fate. 
Thou  feek'ft  her  love,  beget  not  then  her  hate. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguiih,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
My  life  confuming  with  eternal  grief. 
From  herbs,  and  fpeiis,  I  feek  a  vain  relief; 
To  every  wife  magician  I  repair 
In  vain,  for  iMil  I  love,  and  I  defpair. 
Circe,  Medea,  and  the  Sybils'  books, 
Contain  not  half  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  hearty 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
As  melted  gold  preferves  its  weight  the  fame. 
So  burnt  my  love,  nor  wafted  in  the  flam.e. 
And  now,  unable  to  fupport  the  ftrife, 
A  glimmering  hope  recalls  departing  life : 
My  rival  dying,   T  no  longer  grieve. 
Since  I  may  aft,  and  fhe  vyith  honour  give. 
Tell,   for  you  knov/  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguiih,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Witnefs,  ye  hours,  with  what  unwearied  care. 
From  place  to  place  I  Hill  purfu'd  the  Fair ; 
Nor  was  occafion  to  reveal  my  flame, 
Slow  to  my  fuccour,  for  it  kindly  came, 
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^      ame,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight, 
O  Gods !  and  how  I  trembled  at  the  fight ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguilli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Difmay'd,  and  motionlefs,  confus'd,  amaz'd. 
Trembling  I  ftood,  and  terrify'd  I  gaz'd ; 
My  faultering  tongue  in  vain  for  utterance  try'd. 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  abortive  dy'd. 
Or  in  weak  founds,  and  broken  accents  came, 
Impcrfecl,  as  difcourfes  in  a  dream. 

Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguilh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Scon  fhe  divin'd  what  this  confufion  meant. 
And  guefs'd  with  eafe  the  caufe  of  my  complaint. 
My  tongue  emboldening  as  her  looks  were  mild. 
At  length  I  told  my  griefs — and  flill  fhe  fmil'd. 
O  fyren  1  fyren  !   fair  deluder,  fay. 
Why  would  you  tempt  to  truft,  and  then  betray  ? 
So  faithlefs  now,  why  gave  you  hopes  before  ? 
Alas !  you  (hould  have  been  lefs  kind,  or  more. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguilli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Secure  of  innocence,   I  feck  to  know 
From  wliencc  this  change,  and  my  misfortunes  grow, 
Rumcur  is  loud,  and  every  voice  proclaims 
Her  violated  faith,  and  confcious  flames: 
Can  tills  be  true?    Ah!  flattering  mifchief  fpeak; 
Could  you  make  vows,  and  in  a  moment  break? 
And  can  the  fpace  fo  very  narrow  be 
Betwixt  a  woman's  oath,  and  perjury  ? 

O  jea. 
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0  Jealoufy !  all  other  ills  at  firft 

My  love  eflay'd,  but  thou  art  Aire  the  worlt. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Ungrateful  Myra!  urge  me  thus  no  more. 
Nor  think  me  tame,  that  once  fo  long  I  bore  ; 
Ifpaffion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  defpair. 
Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  bear. 
Who  knows  what  I  ?    Ah !  feeble  rage,  and  vain ! 
With  how  fecure  a  brow  fhe  mocks  my  pain : 
Thy  heart,  fond  lover,  does  thy  threats  belie, 
Canft  thou  hurt  her,  for  whom  thou  yet  wouldfl  die  ? 
Nor  duril  (he  thus  thy  jull  refentment  brave. 
But  that  Ihe  knows  how  much  thy  foul 's  her  Have. 

But  fee!    Aurora  rifmg  with  the  fun, 
DifTolves  my  charm,  and  frees  th'  enchanted  moon ; 
My  fpells  no  longer  bind  at  fight  of  day. 
And  young  Endymion  calls  his  love  away : 
Love's  the  reward  of  all,  on  earth,  in  heaven. 
And  for  a  plague  to  me  alone  was  given : 
But  ills  not  to  be  fhunn'd,  we  muil  endure. 
Death,  and  a  broken  heart 's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia,  farewel,  go  reft  thy  wearied  light, 

1  muft  for  ever  wake — We  '11  meet  again  at  night. 
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T  N  lonely  walks,  diil:ra«fted  by  defpair, 

"^    Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  with  killing  care. 

My  eyes  o'erflowing,  and  my  frantic  mind 

Rack'd  with  wild  thoughts,  fwelling  with  fighs  the 

wind  ; 
Through  paths  untrodden,  day  and  night  I  rove. 
Mourning  the  fate  of  my  fuccefslefs  love. 
Who  moil  defire  to  live,  untimely  fall. 
But  when  we  beg  to  die,  death  flies  our  call ; 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  lov'd  breaft 
In  miaft  of  joy,  where  Venus  wont  to  rell: ; 
That  fate,  which  cruel  feem'd  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happinefs  to  me. 
When  will  my  forrovvs  end?    In  vain,  in  vain 
I  call  to  heaven,  and  tell  the  Gods  my  pain ; 
The  Gods  avcrfe,  like  Myra,  to  my  prayer, 
Confent  to  doom,  whom  ihe  denies  to  fpare. 
Why  do  T  feek  for  foreign  aids,  when  I 
Bear  ready  by  my  fide  the  power  to  die? 
Be  keen,  my  fword,  and  ferve  thy  mafter  well, 
Heal  wounds  with  wounds,  and  love  with  death  repel. 
Straight  up  I  rofe,  and  to  my  aking  breaft. 
My  bofom  baro,  the  ready  point  1  preft ; 
When  lo !   aftonifli'd,  an  unufual  light 
Pierc'd  the  thick  fhatlc,  and  all  around  grew  bright; 
My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form  behold. 

Splendid 
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Splendid  with  light,  like  beams  of  burning  gold ; 
Eternal  rays  his  Ihining  temples  grace  ; 
Eternal  youth  fat  blooming  on  his  face. 
Trembling  I  liften,  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
His  breath  perfumes  the  grove,  and  mufic  's  in  the 
found  *. 

Ceafe,  lover,  ceafe,  thy  tender  heart  to  vex. 
In  fruitlefs  plaints  of  an  ungrateful  Sex. 
In  Fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ. 
That  women  ever  fnall  be  foes  to  wit. 
With  proper  arts  their  fickly  minds  command. 
And  pleafe  'em  with  the  things  they  underftand ; 
With  noify  fopperies  their  hearts  afTail, 
Renounce  all  fenfe ;  how  fliould  thy  fongs  pre> 
When  I,  the  God  of  Wit,  fo  oft  could  fail 
Remember  me,  and  in  my  ftory  find 
How  vainly  merit  pleads  to  v/omankind  : 
I,  by  whom  all  things  ihine,  who  tune  the  fpheres. 
Create  the  day,  and  gild  the  night  with  ilars  ; 
Whofe  youth  and  beauty,  from  ail  ages  paft. 
Sprang  with  the  vvorld,  and  with  the  world  Ihall  lall. 
How  oft  with  fruitlefs  tears  have  I  implor'd 
Ungrateful  nymphs,  and  though  a  God,  ador'd? 
When  could  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth. 
Move  a  hard  heart?  or,  mov'd,  fecure  its  truth? 

Here  a  proud  nymph,  with  painful  fleps  I  chace. 
The  winds  out-flying  in  cur  nimble  race ; 

•  Apollo. 

Stay, 


revail,    > 
?  J 
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Stay,  Daphne,  ilay.— In  vain,  in  vain  I  try 
To  irop  her  fpeed,  redoubling  at  my  cry. 
O'er  craggy  rocks,  and  rugged  hills  ihe  climbs. 
And  tears  on  pointed  flints  her  tender  limbs : 
'Till  caught  at  length,  juft  as  my  arms  I  fold, 
Turn'd  to  a  tree  fhe  yet  efcapes  my  hold. 
In  my  next  love,  a  diff 'rent  fate  I  find. 
Ah !  which  is  vvone,   the  falfe,  or  the  unkind  ? 
Forgetting  Daphne,  I  Coronis  f  chofe, 
A  kinder  nymph — too  kind  for  my  repofe: 
The  joys  I  give,  but  more  provoke  her  breafl. 
She  keeps  a  private  drudge  to  quench  the  reft ; 
How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  proclaim 
Ker  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  Ihame. 
Hard  lot  of  beauty  !   fatally  beftow'd. 
Or  given  to  the  falfe,  or  to  the  proud  ; 
By  different  ways  they  bring  us  equal  pain. 
The  falfe  betray  us,  and  the  proud  difdain. 
Scorn'd  and  abus'd,  from  mortal  loves  I  fly. 
To  feek  more  truth  in  my  own  native  Iky. 
Venus,  the  faireft  of  immortal  loves. 
Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  doves. 
With  glowing  eyes,  confeffmg  warm  defires. 
She  fummons  heaven  and  earth  to  quench  her  fires. 
Me  fhe  excludes  ;  and  I  in  vain  adore, 
Who  neither  God  nor  man  refus'd  before ; 

t  A  nymph  beloved  by  Apollo,  but  at  the  fame  lime 
had  a  private  intrigue  widi  one  Ifchis,  which  was  dif- 
covered  by  a  crow, 

Vulcan, 
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Vulcan,  the  very  monfrer  of  the  Ikies, 
Vulcan  fhe  takes,  the  God  of  Wit  denies. 

Then  ceafe  to  murmur  at  thy  Myra's  pride, 
Whimfy,  not  Reafon,  is  the  female  guide: 
The  fate,  of  which  their  mafter  does  complain. 
Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  infpired  train. 
What  vovvs  have  fail'd  r  Hark  how  Catullus  mourns. 
How  Ovid  weeps,  and  flighted  Gallus  burns  ; 
In  melting  ftrains  fee  gentle  Waller  bleed, 
Unmov'd  ihe  heard,  what  none  unmov'd  can  read. 
And  thou,  who  oft  with  fuch  ambitious  choice. 
Haft  rais'd  to  Myra  thy  afpiring  voice. 
What  profit  thy  neglecled  zeal  repays  ? 
Ah  what  return  ?   Ungrateful  to  thy  praife  ? 

Change,  change  thy  ftyie,  with  mortal  rage  return 
Unjuil  difdain,  and  pride  oppofe  to  fcorn  ; 
Search  all  the  fecrets  of  the  fciir  and  young. 
And  then  proclaim,  foon  fliall  they  bribe  thy  tongue  ; 
The  fnarp  detractor  with  fuccefs  affails. 
Sure  to  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails  ; 
Vv'^omen,  like  cowards,  tame  to  the  fevere. 
Are  only  fierce  when  they  difcover  fear. 

Thus  fpake  the  God ;  and  upward  mounts  in  air. 
In  juft  refentment  of  his  paft  defpair. 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  to  my  aid  I  call 
The  furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gall : 
Not  one  ftiall  'fcape  of  all  the  cozening  Sex, 
Vex'd  {hall  they  be,  who  fo  delight  to  vex. 
"In  vain  I  tiy,  in  vain  to  vengeance  move 
My  gentle  Mufe,  fo  us'd  to  tender  love  ; 

Such 
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Such  magic  rules  my  heart,  whate'er  I  write 
Turns  all  to  foft  complaint,  and  amorous  flight. 
Begone,  fond  thoughts,  begone,  be  bold,  faid  I, 
Satire  's  thy  theme — In  vain  again  I  try. 
So  charming  Myra  to  each  fenfe  appears. 
My  foul  adores,  my  rage  diflblves  in  tears. 

So  the  gaird  lion,  fmarting  with  his  wound. 
Threatens  his  foes,  and  makes  the  foreft  found. 
With  his  ftrong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart. 
And  tears  his  fide  with  more  provoking  fmart, 
Till  having  fpent  his  voice  in  fruitlefs  cries. 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and  dies. 
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TTERE  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  ceafe, 
*       If  not  in  joy,  I  '11  live  at  leait  in  peace  ; 
Since  for  the  pleafures  of  an  hour. 
We  muft  endure  an  age  of  pain, 
I'll  be  this  abject  thing  no  more, 
Love,  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Defpair  tormented  firil  my  breail. 

Now  falfehood,  a  more  cruel  gueft ; 

O  !   for  the  peace  of  humankind. 
Make  women  longer  true,  or  fooner  kind  ; 

With  juftice,  or  with  mercy  reign, 
O  Love !  or  give  mc  back  my  heart  again. 

Vol.  XXXVIII,  G  LOVE, 
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O  love,  15  to  be  doom'd  on  earth  to  feel 
What  after  death  the  tortur'd  meet  in  hell : 
The  vulture  dipping  in  Prometheus'  fide 
His  bloody  beak,  with  his  torn  liver  dy'd. 
Is  Love:    The  rtone  that  labours  up  the  hill, 
Mocking  the  labourer's  toil,  returning  ilill, 
Is  Love .    Thofe  Itreams  where  Tantalus  is  curft 
To  fit,  and  never  drink,  with  endlefs  thirft: 
Thofe  loaden  boughs  that  with  their  burthen  bend 
To  court  his  tafte,  and  yet  efcape  his  hand. 
All  this  is  Love,  that  to  difTembled  joys 
Invites  vain  men,  with  real  grief  dellroys. 
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I. 
T7NOUGH,  enough,  my  foul,  of  worldly  noife, 
"'--'    Of  aery  pomps,  and  fleeting  joys  ; 
What  does  this  bufy  world  provide  at  beft. 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  like  glafs. 
But  poifon'd  fv/eets,  a  troubled  feniky 
And  pleafures  like  the  winds,  that  in  a  moment  pafs  ? 
Thy  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give, 
And  ftudy  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 

IL  How 
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II. 
How  frail  is  beauty?    Ah!  how  vain. 

And  how  fhort-liv'd  thofe  glories  arc. 
That  vex  our  nights  and  days  with  pain. 

And  break  our  hearts  with  care ! 
In  dull  we  no  diflindion  fee. 
Such  Helen  is,  fuch,  Myra,  thou  muft  be, 

III. 

How  fhort  is  life  ?  why  will  vain  courtiers  toil, 
And  croud  a  vainer  monarch,  for  a  fmile? 
What  is  that  monarch,  but  a  mortal  man. 
His  crown  a  pageant,  and  his  life  a  fpan  ? 
With  all  his  guards  and  his  dominions,  he 
Mull;  ficken  too,  and  die  as  well  as  we. 

IV. 

Thofe  boafted  names  of  Conquerors  and  Kin'^s 
Are  fwallow'd,  and  become  forgotten  things : 
One  dellin'd  period  men  in  common  have, 
The  grelt,  the  bafe,  the  coward,  and  the  brave, 
All  food  alike  for  worms,  companions  in  the  grave 
The  prince  and  parafite  together  lie. 
No  fortune  can  exalt,  but  death  will  climb  as  hio-h. 


] 


G  2  ESSAY 


l4         LANSDOWNE'S    POEMS. 
ESSAY 

UPON    UNNATURAL    FLIGHTS    IN    POETRY-. 

AS  when  fome  image  of  a  charming  face 
In  living  paint,  an  artift  tries  to  trace, 
He  carefully  confults  each  beauteous  line, 
Adjufting  to  his  object,  his  defign. 
We  praife  the  piece,  and  give  the  painter  fame, 
Eut  as  the  jull  refemblance  fpeaks  the  dame. 
Poets  are  limners  of  another  kind, 
To  copy  cut  ideas  in  the  mind-; 
Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  Thoughts  are  fliown* 
And  Nature  fits,  the  objed  to  be  drawn  ; 
The  written  piifture  we  applaud,  or  blame, 
£ut  as  the  due  proportions  are  the  fame. 

Who  driven  with  ungovernable  iire. 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  thefe  bounds  afpire. 
Gigantic  forms^  and  monilrous  births  alone 
Produce,  which  Nature  fhock'd,  difdains  to  own. 
Ly  true  reflexion  I  would  fee  my  face, 
Why  brings  the  fool  a  magnifying  glafs? 
(i)  "  But  Poetry  in  iifcion  takes  delight, 

*'  And  mounting  in  bold  figures  out  of  fight, 
*'  Leaves  Truth  behind,  in  her  audacious  flight 
"  Fables  and  metaphors.,  that  always  lie, 
«■  And  rafli  hyperboles  that  foar  fo  high, 
**  And  every  ornament  of  verfe  mufi  die." 

Mi  flake 
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Millake  mc  not:  no  figures  I  exclude, 
Ar.d  but  forbid  intemperance,  not  food. 
V>  ho  would,  with  care  fome  happy  fidion  frame. 
So  mimicks  truth,  it  looks  the  very  fame  ; 
Not  rais'd  to  force,  or  feign'd  in  nature's  fcorn, 
But  meant  to  grace,  illuftrate,  and  adorn. 
Important  truths  ftill  let.  your  fables  hold. 
And  moral  myfteries  with  art  unfold. 
i-adies  and  beaux  to  pleafe,  is  ail  the  tafk,. 
?yut  the  fharp  critic  will  inftrudion  afk. 

(2)  As  veils  tranfparent  cover,  but  not  hide,. 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply 'd  ; 
When  thro'  the  phrafe  we  plainly  fee  the  fenfe. 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's, obvious,  will  difpenfe  ;; 
The  reader  what  in  reafon's  due,  believes. 

Nor  can  we  call  that,  falfe,  which  not  deceives. 

(3)  Hyperboles,  fo  daring  and  fo  bold, 
Difdaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  control'd  ; 
Above  the  clouds,  but  ftill  within  our  fight. 
They  mount  with  truth,  and  make  a  tow'ring  flighty 
Prefenting  things  impoflible  to  view. 

They  wander  thro'  incredible  to  true  : 
Falfehoods  thus  mix'd,  like  metals  are  refin'd,. 
And  truth,  like  filver,  leaves  the  drofs  behind. 

Thus  Poetry  has  ample  fpace  to  foar, 
Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore : 
Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience  read,. 
Who  tlius  defcribes  his  hero  llain  and  dead : 
(4)  *'  Kill'd  as  *  he  was,  infenfible  of  death, 

"  He  Hill  fights  on,  and  fcorns  to  yield  his  breath.'* 
*  Ailofto. 
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The  noily  Culvcrin  o'ercharo'd,  lets  fly. 
And  buril  unaiming  in  the  rended  fky  : 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman's  dream. 
And  nature  fuffers  in  the  wild  extreme. 

The  captive  Caaiba!  weigh'd  down  with  chains. 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reviles,  provokes,  difdaius. 
Of  nature  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud, 
He  grins  dcflance  at  the  gaping  croud, 
And  fpent  at  laft,  and  fpeechleG  as  he  lies, 
AVith  looks  ftill  threatning,  mocks  their  rage,  and 

dies, 
This  is  the  utmoINlretch  that  Nature  can. 
And  ail  beyond  is  fulfome,  falfe,  and  vain. 

Beauty's  the  theme  ;  fome  nymph  divinely  fair 
Excites  the  Mufe  :  let  truth  be  even  there  : 
As  painters  flatter,  fo  may  poets  too. 
But  to  rcfemblance  mull  be  ever  true. 
(5)   "  The  *  day  that  flie  was  born,  the  Cyprian- 
Queen 

•'  Had  like  t'  have  dy'd  thro'  envy  and  thro'  fpleen; 

■*'  The  Graces  in  a  hurry  left  the  fkies 

**  To  have  the  honour  to  attend  her  eyes ; 

"  And  love,  dcfpairing  in  her  heart  a  place, 

**  Would  needs  take  up  his  lodging  in  her  face.** 
Tho'  wrote  by  great  Corneille,  fuch  lines  as  thefe, 
•Such  civil  nonfeiife  fure  could  never  pleafe. 
Waller,  the  bcfl  of  all  th' infpir'd  train, 
To  melt  the  fair,  inllrufts  the  dying  fwain. 

*  Corneille. 

(6)  The 
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(6)  The  *  Roman  wit,  who  impioufly  divides 
>[is  hero,  and  his  gods  to  diff'rent  fides, 
J  would  condemn,  but  tint,  in  Tpight  of  fenfe.. 
'I  h'  admiring  world  iHll  ftands  in  his  defence. 
How  oft,  alas  !   the  beft  of  men  in  vain 
Contend  for  blefungs  which  the  worft  obtain ! 
The  Gods,  permitting  traitors  to  fuccecJ, 
Lcccme  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed  : 
And  by  the  tyrant's  niurder,  we  may  find 
■^1  hat  Cato  and  the  Godo  were  of  a  mind. 

Thus  forcing  truth  with  fuch  prepoll'rous  praife, 
Our  characters  we  leflen,  when  we'd  raife  : 
I.i'ke  caftles  built  by  magic  art  in  air. 
That  vani(h  at  approach,  fuch  thoughts  appear  ; 
But  rais'd  on  truth,  by  fome  judicious  hand. 
As  on  a  rock  they  ihall  for  ages  Hand. 
'  (7)   Our  King  -f-   returr'.',    and    banifli'd  peace 

reftor'd. 
The  Mufe  ran  mad  to  fee  her  exil'd  Lord ; 
On  the  crack'd  ftage  the  bedlam  heroes  roar'd. 
And  fcarce  could  fpeak  one  reafonable  word ; 
Dryden  himfeif,  to  pleafe  a  frantic  age. 
Was  forc'd  to  let  his  judgment  ftoop  to  rage. 
To  a  wild  audience  lie  conform'd  his  voice, 
Cumply'd  to  culcom,  but  not  err'd  by  choice : 
Deem  then  the  peoples,  not  the  writer's  fin, 
Almanfor's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  ; 
That  fury  fpent  in  each  elaborate  piece. 
He  vies  for  fame  with  ancient  Rome  and  Greece. 

*  Lucan.  f  King  Charles  II. 
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riril*  Mulgrave  rofe,  Rofcommon  next,  like  light. 
To  clear  our  darknefs,  and  to  guide  our  flight ; 
With  iieady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  founds. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  fet  us  bounds  ; 
The  Stagirite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
Jnform'd  by  them,  we  need  no  foreign  guide; 
Who  feek  from  poetry  a  lafting  name, 
May  in  their  leiTons  learn  the  road  to  fame  : 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  fure 
That  every  line  the  tell  of  truth  endure  ; 
On  this  foundation  may  the  fabric  rife. 
Firm  and  unfhaken,  till  it  touch  the  ikies. 

From  pulpits  banifh'd,  from  the  court,  from  love, 
Forfaken  Truth  feeks  Ihelter  in  the  grove  ; 
Cherifh,  ye  Mufes !  the  neglefted  fair. 
And  take  into  your  train  th'  abandon'd  wanderer, 

*  Eail  of  Mulgrave's  E/Tay  upon   Poetry  j  and  Lcrd 
Rofcomrooi^'s  upon  tianftated  Verfe, 
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FOREGOING     POEM. 

(i )  ^T^HE  Poetic  world  is  nothing  but  fidion ;  Far. 

"*■  naflus,  Pegafus,  and  the  Mufes,  pure  ima- 
gination and  chima^ra :  but  being  however  a  fyftem 
univerfally  agreed  on,  all  that  has  or  may  be  con- 
trived or  invented  upon  this  foundation,  according 
to  nature,  fhall  be  reputed  as  truth ;  but  whatfoever 
Ihall  diminifh  from,  or  exceed  the  juft  proportions  of 
nature,  ftiall  be  rejefted  as  falfe,  and  pafs  for  extra- 
vagance ;  as  dwarfs  and  giants,  for  monllers. 

(2)  When  Homer,  mentioning  Achilles,  terms 
him  a  lion,  this  is  a  metaphor,  and  the  meaning  is 
obvious  and  true,  though  the  literal  fenfe  be  falfe, 
the  poet  intending  thereby  to  give  his  reader  fome 
idea  of  the  ftrength  and  fortitude  of  his  hero.  Hi 
he  faid,  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had  been  falf( 
by  prefenting  an  image  not  conformable  to  the  na- 
ture and  character  of  a  hero,  &c. 

(3)  Hyperboles  are  of  diverfe  forts,  and  the  man- 
ner of  introducing  them  is  different :  fome  are  as  it 

wer« 
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were  naturalized  and  eftablii'hed  by  a  cuftomary 
way  of  exprefiion  ;  as  when  we  fay,  fuch  a  ore's  as 
fwift  as  the  wind,  whiter  than  fnow,  or  the  like. 
Homer  fpeaking  of  Nereus,  calls  him  beauty  itfelf. 
Martini  of  Zoilus,  Lewdnefs  itfelf.  Such  hyper- 
boles lye  indeed,  but  deceive  us  not ;  and  therefore 
Seneca  terms  them  lyes  that  readily  condudl  our 
imagination  to  truths,  and  have  an  intelligible  figni- 
fication,  though  the  exprefiion  be  ftrained  beyond 
credibility.  Cullom  has  likewife  familiarized  another 
way  for  hyperboles,  for  example,  by  irony  ;  as 
when  we  fay  of  fome  infamous  woman,  fhe's  a  civil 
perfon,  where  the  meaning  is  to  be  taken  quite  op- 
pofite  to  the  latter.  Thefe  few  figures  are  men_ 
tioned  only  for  example  fake  ;  it  will  be  underftood 
that  all  others  are  to  be  ufed  with  the  like  care  and 
difcretion. 

(4)  I  needed  not  to  have  travelled  fo  far  for  an 
extravagant  flight ;  I  remember  one  of  Britiih 
growth  of  the  like  nature  : 

See  thofe  dead  bodies  hence  convey'd  with  care. 
Life  may  perhaps  return — with  change  of  air. 

But  I  choofe  rather  to  corredl  gently,  by  foreign 
examples,  hoping  that  fuch  as  are  confcious  of  the 
like  excefTes  will  take  the  hint,  and  fecretly  reprove 
themfelves.  Tt  may  be  pofiible  for  feme  tempers  to 
maintain  rage  and  indignation  to  the  lall  gafp  ;  but 

the 
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the  foul  and  body  ones  parted,  there  mull  ncceflarily 
be  a  determination  of  action. 

^cdciinqiie  oftetidis  tnihi  ftc  incredulus  odL 

I  cannot  forbear  quoting  on  this  occafion,  as  an 
example  fcr  the  prefent  parpofe,  two  noble  lines  of 
jafper  Main's,  in  the  colledlion  of  the  Oxford  Verfes 
printed  in  the  year  1643,  upon  the  death  of  my 
grandf:ither  Sir  Bevil  Granville,  llain  in  the  heat  of 
action  at  the  battle  of  Landfdowne.  The  poet,  after 
having  dcfcribed  the  fight,  the  foldicrs  animated  by 
the  example  of  their  leader,  and  enraged  at  his  death* 
thus  concludes  : 

Thus  he  being  flain,  his  aBion  fought  anew, 
And  the  dead  conquer'd,  whiUt  the  living  flew. 

This  is  agreeiible  to  truth,  and  within  the  compafs 
of  nature  :  it  is  thus  only  that  the  dead  can  a6l. 

(ij)  Le  jour  quelJe  naquit.,  Venus  bien  qu  immortelle^ 
Penja  7nourir  de  honte,  en  la  njoyant  Jl  bclUy 
Les  graces  a  l e?:~ji  defcendirent  des  cieux 
Pour  a-voir  Vhcneur  d^ accompagner  jcs yeux^ 
Et  Vajnoury   qui  ne  put  entrer  dans  Jon  courage ^ 
Vculut  cbjlineinent  Lger  fur  fen  <vifage. 

This  is  a  lever's  defcription  of  his  miftrefs,  by  the 
great  Corneilh ;  civil,  to  be  fure,  and  polite  as  any 
thing  can  be.  Let  any  body  turn  over  Waller,  and 
he  will  fee  ho.v  mu^h  mere  naturally  and  delicately 
the  Englifli  author  treats  the  article  of  love,   thnn 
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tjiis  celebrated  Frenchman.  I  would  not,  however, 
be  thought  by  any  derogatory  quotation  to  take. 
from  tJie  merit  of  a  writer  whofe  reputation  is  fo 
univerfally  and  fo  juftly  eftabliihed  in  all  nations ; 
but  as  I  faid  before,.  I  rather  choofe,  where  any 
failings  are  to  be  found,  to  corred  my  own  country- 
men by  foreign  examples,  than  to  provoke  them  by 
inftances  drawn  from,  their  own  writings.  Humanum. 
ti}  errare.  1  cannot  forbear  one  quotation  more 
from  another  celebrated  French  author.  It  is  an, 
epigram  upon  a  monument  for  Francis  I.  King  of 
France,  by  way  of  quellion  ani  anfwer,.  which  im 
Englifti  is  verbatim  thus:. 

Under  this. marble,  who  lies  buried  here? 
Francis  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  compare.. 
Why  has  fo  great  a  king  fo  fmall  a  ftone  ? 
Of  chat  great  king  here  's  but  the  heart  alone.. 
Then  of  this  conqueror  here  lies  but  part  ? 
No — here  he  lies  all — for  he.  was  all  heart.. 


The  author  was  a  Gafccn,  to  v/hom  I  can  properly; 
oppofe  nobody  fo  well  as  a  Welchman,  for  which 
purpofe  I  am  farther  furnilhed  from  the  foremen- 
ticned  colledion  of  Oxford  Verfes,  with  an  epigram 
by  Martin  Lluellin  upon  the  fame  fubjed,  v/hich  I 
remember  to  have  heard  often  repeated  to  me  when 
1  was  a  boy.     Befides,  from  wheace  can  we  draw 
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'better  examples  than  from  the  very  feat  and  nurfcry 
of  the  Mufes? 

Thus  flain,  thy  valiant*  anceftor  did  lie, 
.    When  his  one  bark  a  navy  did  defy  ; 

When  now  encompafs'd  round,  he  vidlor  flood. 
And  bath'd  his  pinnace  in  his  conquering  blood. 
Till  all  the  purple  current  dry*d  and  fpent, 
He  fell,  and  made  the  waves  his  monument. 
Where  rtiall  the  next  fam'd  Granville's  alhes  lland* 
Thy  grandhre's  fills  the  fea,  and  thine  the  land. 

I  cannot  fay  the  two  laft  lines,  in  which  confifls  the 
fiii'\g  or  point  of  the  epigram,  are  ilridly  conform- 
able to  the  rule  herein  fet  down :  the  word  ajhes^ 
metaphorically,  can  fignify  nothing  hxit/ame;  which 
is  mere  found,  and  can  fill  no  fpace  either  of  land 
or  fea:  The  Welchman,  however,  muft  be  allowed 
to  have  out-done  the  Gafcon.  The  fallacy  of  the 
Trench  epigram  appears  at  firft  fight;  but  the  Eng- 
lilh  ilrikc3  the  fancy,  fufpends  and  dazzles  the  judg- 
ment, and  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  pafs  under  the 
fli::lter  of  thoie  daring  hyperboles,  which  by  pre- 
fenting  an  obvious  meaning,  make  their  w?.y,  ac- 
cording to  Seneca,  through  the  incredible  to  true. 

•  Sir  Richard  Girinville,  Vice- Admiral  of  Englnnd,  in 
•the  reigti  oF  Queen  EiizMbeth,  m:\intained  a  fight  with  hit 
fingle  Hiip  agaiiill  the  whole  Aiinadn  of  Spain,  confilimg 
•of  fifty- three  of  iheii  bell  men  of  war. 

(6)  nrtnx 
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(6)   nSIrix  caufa  Deis placuit,  fed  ^j'lcia  Catorii. 

The  cor.fent  of  To  many  ages  having  eftabliflied  the 
reputation  of  this  line,  it  may  perhaps  be  prefump- 
tion  to  attack  it ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that 
Cato,  who  is  defcribed  to  have  been  a  man  of  rigid 
morals  and  flricl  devotion,  m.ore  refembling  the 
Gods  than  men,  would  have  chofen  any  party  in 
oppofition  to  thofe  Gods,  whom  he  profeiTed  to 
adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  underftand,  that 
his  hero  was  too  righteous  a  perfon  to  accompany 
the  Divinities  themfelves  in  an  unjuft  caufe  ;  but  to 
reprefent  a  mortal  man  to  be  either  wifer  or  jufter  than 
the  Deity,  may  ftiew  the  impiety  of  the  writer,  but 
add  nothing  to  the  merit  of  the  hero  ;  neither  Rea- 
fon  nor  Religion  will  allow  it,  and  it  is  impofTible 
for  a  corrupt  being  to  be  more  excellent  than  a 
divine  :  Succefs  implies  permiffion,  and  net  appro- 
bation ;  to  place  the  Gods  always  on  the  thriving 
fide,  is  to  make  them  partakers  of  all  fuccefsful 
wickednefs:  To  judge  right,  we  mull  wait  for  the 
conclufion  of  the  adlion  ;  the  cataftrophe  will  beft 
decide  on  which  fide  is  Providence,  and  the  violent 
death  of  Cxfar  acquits  the  Gods  from  being  com- 
panions of  his  ufurpation. 

Lucan  was  a  determined  republican ;   no  wonder 
he  was  a  free-thinker. 

(7)  Mr. 
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(7)  Mr.  Dryden,  in  one  of  his  prologues,  has 
thefe  two  lines : 

He 's  bound  to  pleafe,  not  to  write  well,  and  knows 
There  is  a  mode  in  plays,  as  well  as  clothes. 

From  whence  it  is  plain  where  he  has  expofed  him- 
felf  to  the  critics ;  he  was  forced  to  follow  the  fa- 
ihion  to  humour  an  audience,  and  not  to  pleafe  him- 
felf,  A  hard  facriiice  to  make  for  prefent  fubfiil- 
ence,  efpecially  for  fuch  as  would  have  their  writings 
liv^e  as  well  as  themfelves.  Nor  can  the  poet  whofe 
labours  are  his  daily  bread,  be  delivered  from  this 
cruel  neceifity,  unlefs  fome  more  certain  encourage- 
ment can  be  provided  than  the  bare  uncertain  profits 
of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre  be  put  under  fome 
more  impartial  management  than  the  jurifdidlion  of 
players.  Who  write  to  live,  mull  unavoidably  com- 
ply with  their  tafte  by  whofe  approbation  they  fub- 
iift ;  fom.e  generous  Prince,  or  Prime  Minifter  like 
Richlieu,  can  only  find  a  remedy.  In  his  Epiflle 
Dedicatory  to  the  Spanifh  Friar,  this  incomparable 
poet  thus  cenfures  himfelf : 

*'  I  remember  fome  verfes  of  my  own,  Maximin 
"  and  Almanzor,  which  cry  vengeance  upon  me  for 
*'  their  extravagance,  &c.  All  I  can  fay  for  thofe 
"  paffages,  which  are  I  hope  not  many,  is,  that  I 
"  knew  they  were  bad  enough  to  pleaf<;,  even  when 
*'  I  wrote  them ;  but  I  repent  of  them  among  my 
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**  fins  :  And  if  any  of  their  fellows  intrude  by 
«*  chance  into  my  prefent  writings,  I  draw  a  ftroke 
**  over  thofe  Dalilahs  of  the  theatre,  and  am  re-^ 
*'  folved  I  will  fettle  myfelf  no  reputation  by  the 
*'  applaufe  of  fools:  'Tis  not  that  I  am  mortified  to 
**  all  ambition,  but  I  fcorn  as  much  to  take  it  from 
**  half-witted  judges,  as  I  fhould  to  raife  an  eftate 
**  by  cheating  of  bubbles :  Neither  do  I  difcom- 
•*  mend  the  lofty  ftyle  in  Tragedy,  which  is  pom- 
**  pous  and  magnificent ;  but  nothing  is  truly  fu- 
'"  blime,  that  is  not  juil  and  proper.'* 

This  may  ftand  as  an  unanfwerable  apology  for 
Mr.  Dryden,  againft  his  critics;  and  likewife  for 
an  unqueftionable  authority  to  confirm  thofe  prin- 
<:iplcs  which  the  foregoing  Poem  pretends  to  lay 
-<io\vn,  for  nothing  can  be  jull  and  proper  but  what 
ia  built  upon  truth. 
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•EPIGRAMS  AND  CHARACTERS,  ^c. 

INSCRIPTION     FOR     A     FIGURE     REPRESENTING 
THE     GOD    OF     LOVE. 


TTTHOE'ER  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  mafter  fee, 
^    Thou  wall  my  flave,  thou  art,  or  thou  fiialc 
be. 


DEFINITION      OP      LOVE. 

LOVE  is  begot  by  fancy,  bred 
By  ignorance,  by  expectation  fed, 
Deftroy'd  by  knowledge,  and  at  bell. 
Loft  in  the  moment  'tis  pofTefs'd, 

WOMEN. 

Women  to  cards  may  be  comparM;  we  play 
A  round  or  two,  when  us'd  we  throw  away. 
Take  a  frefti  pack  ;  nor  is  it  worth  our  grieving. 
Who  cuts  or  ihuifles  with  our  dirty  leaving. 

THE       RELIEF. 

Of  two  Reliefs  to  eafe  a  love-fick  mind, 
Flavia  prefcribes  defpair  ;  I  urge,  be  kind  : 
Flavia,  be  kind,  the  remedy's  as  fure, 
'Tis  the  moft  pleafant,  and  the  quickcft  cure. 

VOL.XXXVIIL  H  6ENT 
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SENT  TO  CLARINDA  WITH   A  NOVEL,  INTITLED, 
LES     MALHEURS    DE     l'aMOUR. 

Haste  to  Clarinda,  and  reveal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel ; 
Vv'hen  that  is  done,  then  tell  the  fair 
That 'I  endure  much  more  for  her  : 
Who'd  truly  know  love's  pow'er  or  fmart, 
Mufl  view  her  eyes,  and  read  my  heart. 

WRITTEN     IN     HER    PRAYER-BOOK. 

In  vain,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray  ; 
What  arrogance  on  Heav'n  to  call 
For  that  v/hich  ycu  deny  to  all  ! 

SONG 

TO      THE      SAME. 

In  vain  a  thoufand  Haves  have  try'd 
To  overcome  Clarinda's  pride  ; 

Pity  pleading. 

Love  perfuading. 
When  her  icy  heart  is  thaw'd, 
■Honour  chides,  and  ilraight  ihe's  Aw'd, 

Foolilh 
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Foolifli  creature. 

Follow  Nature, 
Wade  not  thus  your  prime  ; 

Youth's  a  treafure. 

Love's  a  plcafure, 
Eoth  deilroy'd  by  time. 

ON      THE      SAME. 

Clarinda,  with  a  haughty  grace. 
In  fcornful  pollures  fets  her  face. 
And  looks  as  fhe  were  born  alone 
To  give  us  love,  and  take  from  none. 
Tho'  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda,  I  would  die  for  thee. 
If  you're  too  proud  to  eafe  my  pain,. 
I  am  too  proud  for  your  difdain. 

HER      NAME. 

Guess,  and  I'll  frankly  own  her  name 
Whofe  eyes  have  kindled  iuch  a  flame  ; 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  Qocen 
Had  ne'er  been  fung,  had  fiie  been  feen. 
Who  fet  the  very  gods  at  war. 
Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Eelieve  me,  for  by  Heav'ns  'tis  true  ! 
The  Sun  in  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  fo  fair  or  bright. 
Not  even  his  own  refleded  light. 
So  fweet  a  face  !  fuch  graceful  mien  ! 
Who  can  this  be  ? — 'Tis  Ho  war.  d— or  B  a  l  l  e  n  d  l  i«?.. 
H  2  CLEORA. 
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/^  L  E  O  R  A  has  her  \vi(h,  fhe  weds  a  peer, 
^^  Her  weighty  train  two  pages  fcarce  can  bear-^ 
Perfia,  and  both  the  Indies  mull:  provide, 
To  grace  her  pomp,  and  gratify  her  pride ; 
Of  rich  brocade  a  Ihining  robe  (he  wears. 
And  gems  furround  her  lovely  neck,  like  liars •; 
Drawn  by  fix  greys,  of  the  proud  Belgian  kind. 
With  a  long  train  of  livery  beaux  behind. 
She  charms  the  park,  and  fets  all  hearts  on  fire. 
The  lady's  envy,  and  the  mens  defire. 
Beholding  thus,  O  happy  as  a  queen  ! 
We  cry  ;  but  fhift  the  gaudy  flattering  fcene  ; 
View  her  at  home,  in  her  domeftic  light ; 
For  thither  fiie  mull  come,  at  leafl  at  night;; 
What  has  Ih-e  there  ?  A  furly  ill-bred  lord. 
Who  chides,  and  fnaps  her  up  at  every  word  ; 
A  brutal  fot,  who  while  fhe  holds  his  head. 
With  drunken  filth  bedawbs  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
Sick  to  the  heart,  Ihe  breathes  the  naufeons  fume 
Of  odious  fleams,  that  poifon  all  the  room  ; 
Weeping  all  night  the  trembling  creature  lies. 
And  counts  the  tedious  hours  when  Ihe  may  rife  i 
But  moll  Ihe  fears,  left  waking  fhe  Ihould  find. 
To  make  amends,  the  monfter  would  be  kind  ; 
Thofe  matchlefs  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god, 
Muil  bear,  tho'  much  averfe,  the  loathfome  load : 

What 
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What  then  may  be  the  chance  that  next  enfues  ? 

Some  vile  difeafe,  frefh  reeking  from  the  Hews  ; 

The  fecret  venom  circling  in  her  veins. 

Works  thro'  her  fkin,  and  burlls  in  bloating  ftains ; 

Her  cheeks  their  frelhnefs  lofe,  and  wonted  grace. 

And  an  unufal  paienefs  fpreads  her  face ; 

Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corrupted  breath 

Tainting  her  gums,  infedls  her  iv'ry  teeth ! 

Of  lliarp  ncfturnal  anguifh  fhe  complains, 

And,  guiltlefs  of  the  caufe,  relates  her  pains. 

The  confcious  hufband,  whom  like  fymptoras  feize,. 

Charges-  on  her  the  guilt  of  their  difeafe  ; 

Aifefting  fury  adls  a  madman's  part, 

He'll  rip  the  fatal  fecret  from  her  heart ; 

Bids  her  confefs,  calls  her  ten  thoufand  names ; 

In  vain  {he  kneels,  fhe  weeps,  protefts,  exclaims 

Scarce  with  her  life  Ihe  'fcapes,  expos'd  to  fliame. 

In  body  tortur'd,  murder'd  in  her  fame, 

Rotb  with  a-vile  adulterefs's  name. 

Abandoned  by  her  friends,  without  defence. 

And  happy  only  in  her  innocence. 

Such  is  the  vengeance  the  jull  Gods  provide 
For  thofe  who  barter  liberty  for  pride, 
Who  impioufly  invoke  the  powers  above 
To  witnefs  to  falfe  vows  of  mutual  love. 
Thoufands  of  poor  Cleora's  may  be  found, 
Such  hufbands,  and  fuch  wretched  wives  abound. 

Ye  guardian  Powers  1  the  arbiters  of  blifb, 
Breferve  Clarinda  from  a  fate  like  this ; 
You  form'd  her  fair,  not  any  grace  deny'd. 
But  gave,  alas!  a  fpark  too  much  of  pride. 

H  I,  Reform* 


I 
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Reform  that  failing,  and  protect  her  Hill ; 
O  fave  her  from  the  curfe  of  chcofing  ill  1 
Deem  It  not  envy,  or  a  jealous  care, 
'i'nat  movc5  thefe  wiilies,  or  provokes  this  prayer; 
I^Scufijh  worfe  than  death  I  dread  to  fee  thofe  charms 
Aliotttd  to  fome  happier  mcrtal's  arms, 
Torm.enting  thought  I  yet  could  I  bear  that  pain. 
Or  any  ill,  but  hearing  her  complain  ; 
Intent  on  her,  my  love  forgets  his  own. 
Nor  frames  one  wifh,  but  for  her  fake  alone; 
\^"home'er  the  Gods  have  deftin'd  to  prefer. 
They  cannot  make  me  wretched,  bleiung  her. 


TMPATIENT  with  defire,  at  lafl 
-^    I  ventur'd  to  lay  forms  afide  ; 
'Twas  I  was  modeil,  not  fhe  chafle, 
d(5e,  fo  gently  prefs'd,  comply'd. 

With  idle  awe,  an  amorous  fool, 

I  gaz'd  upon  her  eyes  with  fear  ; 
Say,  Love,  how  came  your  fiave  fo  dull, 

l"o  read  no  belter  there  ? 

Thus  to  ourfelves  the  greateit  foes, 

Although  the  nymph  be  well  inclin'd ; 

JFcr  want  of  courage  to  propofe, 
By  our  own  folly  fhe  's  unkind. 

MRS.   CLA- 
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SINGING. 

VXT  HEN  we  b-hcld  her  angel  face  ; 
^  ^      Or  when  fhe  fings  with  heavenly  grace. 

In  what  we  hear,  or  what  we  fee, 

So  raviftiing  's  the  harmony, . 
The  melting  foul  in  rapture  loft. 
Knows  not  which  charm  enchants  it  mofl. 

Sounds  that  made  hills  and  rocks  rejoice, 
Amphion^s  lute,  the  Syren's  voice. 
Wonders  with  pain  receiv'd  for  true. 
At  once  find  credit,  and  renew  ; 

No  charms  like  Clavering's  voice  furrriz?,- 
Except  the  magic  of  her  eyes. 


SONG. 

THE  happieft  mortals  once  uere  we, 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 
Each  defircus  of  the  blelTing, 
Nothing  wanting  but  poiT;;ifing  ; 
iov'd  Myra,  Myra  me, 
I  he  happicH  mortals  0aC2  were  we. 

•  After.vards  Lauy  Co\vper. 

II  4  But 
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But  fmce  cruel  fates  diffever. 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever. 

Tortures  end  me. 

Death  befriend  me  ; 
Of  all  pains,  the  greateft  pain. 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 


THE   WILD   BOAR'S   DEFENCE. 

A    BOAR  who  had  enjoy 'd  a  happy  reign 
•^*'    For  many  a  year,  and  fed  on  many  a  man, 
Call'd  to  account,  foftening  his  favage  eyes. 
Thus  fuppliant,  pleads  his  caufe  before  he  dies. 

For  what  am  I  condemn'd  r  My  crime 's  no  more 
To  eat  a  man,  than  yours  to  eat  a  boar : 
We  feek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides. 
Nature,  and  mere  neceifity  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  fport,  then  difh  us  up 
For  drunken  feafts,  a  relifh  for  the  cup : 
We  lengthen  not  our  meals  ;  but  you  mufl  feaflr. 
Gorge  till  your  bellies  burft— pray  who's  the  beaftf 
With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  fufs. 
But  are  in  truth  worfc  brutes  than  all  of  us : 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  brother, 
Moft  beaftly  of  all  beafts,  devour  each  other : 

Kings 


FOR     LIBERALITY.  idj 

Kings  worry  kings,  neighbour  with  neighbour  ftrivcs. 
Fathers  and  fons,  friends,  brothers,  hufbands,  wives^ 
Ey  fraud  or  force,  by  poifon,  fword,  or  gun, 
Deilroy  each  other,  every  mother's  fon. 


FOR      LIBERALITY. 

'TpHOUGH  fafe  thou  think'il:  thy  treafure  lies, 
■■-     Hidden  in  chells  from  human  eyes, 
A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 
Bury'd,  my  friend,  as  far  from  thee. 
Thy  veiTel  that  yon  ocean  ftems. 
Loaded  with  golden  duft,  and  gems, 
Furchas'd  with  fo  much  pains  and  coil. 
Yet  in  a  tempeft  may  be  loft. 
Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thanklefs  crew> 
Priefts,  pick-pockets,  and  lawyers  too,  .' 

All  help  by  feveral  ways  to  drain, 
'j  hanking  themfelves  for  what  they  gain: 
The  liberal  are  fecure  alone. 
For  what  we  frankly  give,  for  ever  is  our  own. 


C  O  R  I  N  N  A, 
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C     O     R     I    N    N     A. 

CORINNA,  in  the  bloom  of  youth 
Was  coy  to  every  lover, 
Rcgardlefs  cf  the  tendereft  truth. 
No  foft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  hers,  all  at  her  feet 

Lay  proflra-te  and  adoring  ; 
The  witty,  handfome,  rich,  and  great^ 

In  vain  alike  imploring. 

But  now  grown  eld,  fhe  would  repair 
Her  lofs  of  time,  and  pleafure; 

With  willing  eyes,  and  wanton  air, 
Inviting  every  gazer. 

But  love  's  a  fummer  flower,  that  dies 
With  the  firft  weather's  changing, 

The  lover,  like  the  fwallow,  flies 
From  fun  to  fun,  flill  ranging. 

Myra,  let  this  example  move 
Your  foclifli  heart  to  reafon  ; 

Youth  is  the  proper  time  for  love. 
And  age  is  virtue's  fcafon. 


C  L  O  E. 
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L        O        E. 


Ps.i  CMT  as  the  day,  and  like  the  morning,  fair. 
Such  Cloe  is — and  common  as  the  air. 


A   RECEIPT    FOR    VAPOURS. 

\X  THY  pines  my  dear  ?  To  Fuiviahis  young  bride. 

Who  weeping  fat,  thus  aged  Cornus  cry'd, 
Alas !  faid  fhe,  fuch  vifions  break  my  reft, 
The  ftrapgeil  thoughts !  I  think  I  am  pofleil: : 
My  fy mptoms  l  have  told  to  men  of  fkill, 
And  if  I  would — tlicy  hy — I  might  be  well. 

Take  their  advice,  faid  he,  my  poor  dear  wife, 
I'll  buy  at  any  rate  thy  precious  life. 
Blufhlng,  flie  would  e::cufc,  but  all  in  vain, 
A  Doctcr  muil  be  fctch'd  to  eafe  her  pain. 
Hard  prcfs'd,  (he  yields :    From  White's,  or  Will's,, 

or  Tom's, 
No  matter  v.'hich,  he  's  fummon*d,  and  he  comes. 
The  careful  huiband,  with  a  kind  embrace 
Entreats  l/is  care:  then  bov/s,  and  quits  the  place; 
For  liitic  ailments  oft  attend  the  Fair, 
•Not  decent  for  a  hufband's  eye,  or  ear. 
Something  the  dame  would  fay  :  The  ready  Knight 
Prevents  her  4ecch— Hcfc 's  that  Ihall  fet  you  right. 

Madam, 
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Madam,  faid  he— with  that  the  doors  made  clofc,. 

He  gives  delicioufly  the  healing  dofe. 

Alas !  fhe  cries  ;  ah  me  I   O  cruel  cure  ! 

Did.  ever  woman  yet  like  me  endure  ? 

The  work  perform'd,  up  rifing  gay  and  light,. 

Old  Cornus  is  call'd  in  to  fee  the  fight ; 

A  fprightly  red  vermilions  all  her  face, 

And  her  eyes  languilh  with  unufual  grace : 

With  tears  of  joy  freih  gufhing  from  his  eyes,. 

O  wond'rous  power  of  art!  old  Cornus  cries; 

Amazing  change  !  aflonifhing  fuccefs ! 

Thrice  happy  1 1    What  a  brave  Doctor  's  this ! 

Maids,  wives,  and  widows,  with  fuch  whims  oppreft. 

May  thus  find  certain  eafe. — Probatum  tfi. 


ON    AN   ILL-FAVOURED    LORD. 

'npHAT  Macro's  looks  are  good,  let  no  man  doubt,, 
-■-     Which  I,  his  friend  and  fervant — thus  make  out.. 
In  every  line  of  his  perfidious  face, 
The  fecret  malice  of  his  heart  we  trace  ; 
So  fair  the  warning,  and  fo  plainly  writ. 
Let  none  condemn  the  light  that  ihows  a  pit. 
Codes,  whofe  face  finds  credit  for  his  heart. 
Who  can  efcape  fo  fmooth  a  villain's  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  that  can  perfuade. 
Seeing  we  truft,  though  fure  to  be  betray'd ; 

Hi* 
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Hi*-:  looks  are  fnares:    But  Macro's,  cry  Beware, 
Believe  not,  though  ten  thouf^ind  oaths  he  fwear ; 
If  thou 'rt  decelv'd,  obferving  well  tliis  rule, 
Not  Macro  is  the  knave,  but  thou  the  fool. 
In  this  one  point,   he  and  his  looks  agree. 
As  they  betray  their  mailer — lb  did  he. 


E. 


/^  L  O  E  's  the  wonder  of  her  fex, 
^-^       'Tis  well  her  heart  is  tender. 
How  might  fuch  killing  eyes  perplex. 
With  virtue  -to  defend  her  ? 


3ut  Nature  gracioufly  Inclin'd 
With  liberal  hand  to  pleafe  us. 

Has  to  her  bound Icfs  beauty  join'd 
A  boundlefs  bent  to  eafe  us. 


O 


ON    THE     SAME. 

F  injur'd  fame,  and  mighty  wrongs  recciv'd, 
Cloe  complains,  and  wond'roufly 's  aggriev'd: 
That  free,  and  laviih  of  a  beauteous  tace. 
The  faircll,  and  the  foulcll  of  her  race  ; 

She's 
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She  's  mine,  or  thine,  and  ftrGlling  up  and  down. 
Sucks  in  more  filth,  than  any  fink  in  town, 
I  not  deny :    This  I  have  faid,  'tis  true  ; 
Wliat  wrong  !  to  give  fo  bright  a  nymph  her  due^ 


C     O     R    I     N    N     A. 

CO  well  Corinna  likes  the  joy, 

^    She  vows  fhe  '11  never  mere  be  coy. 

She  drinks  eternal  draughts  of  pleafure  ; 
Eternal  draughts  do  not  fuffice, 
O !  give  me,  give  me  more,  fhe  cries, 

'l"is  all  tco  little,  little  meafure. 

Thus  wifely  fhe  makes  up  for  time 
Mifpent,  while  youth  was  in  its  prime :. 
So  travellers  who  wafte  the  day. 
Careful  and  cautious  of  their  way, 
Noting  at  length  the  fetting  fun. 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  com^s  on. 
Double  iheir  fpeed  to  reach  their  inn. 
And  whip  and  fpur  through  thick  and  thin. 


CLOE    PERFUMING   HERSELF. 

"OELIEVE  me,  Cloe,  thofe  perfumes  that  coil: 
•^^    Such  fums  to  fweeten  thee,  is  treafure  loil; 
Not  all  Arabia  would  funicient  be, 
1  hou  fmell'H  not  of  thy  fwects,  they  ftink  of  thee. 

BELINDA. 
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BELINDA. 

"O  ELTNDA's  pride  's  an  arrant  cheat 
■*-^    A  foolifli  artifice  to  blind  ; 
Some  honell  glance  that  fcorns  deceit 
Does  flill  reveal  her  native  mind. 

With  look  demure,  and  forc'd  difdain^ 

She  idly  afts  the  faint ; 
We  fee  through  this  difguife  as  plain 

As  we  diilinguifh  paint. 

So  have  I  feen  grave  fools  defign. 
With  formal  locks  to  pafs  for  v/ife ; 

But  nature  is  a  light  will  fhine, 
And  break  through  all  difguife. 


IMPROMPTU. 

WRITTEN-  UNDER  A  PICTURE  OF  THE  COUN- 
TESS OF  SANDWICH,  DRAWN  IN  M  A  N 's 
HABIT. 

TTfT'HEN  Sandwich  in  her  (cx^s  garb  we  fee, 

^  '       The  Queen  of  Beauty  then  fhc  feems  to  be : 
Now  fair  Adonis  in  this  male  difguife. 
Or  little  Cupid  with  his  mother's  eyes. 
No  flyle  of  empire  chang'd  by  this  remove. 
Who  fecm'd  the  Goddefa,  feems  the  God  of  Love. 

T  O 


P 
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To     MY     FRIEND 


I 


MR.     JOHN     D    R    Y    D    E   N, 

ON     HIS     SEVERAL     EXCELLENT     TRANSLATIONS 
OF     THE     ANCIENT     POETS. 

AS  flowers  tranfplanted  from  a  fouthern  iky. 
But  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raifing  die. 
Miffing  their  native  fun,  at  bell  retain 
But  a  faint  odour,  and  furvive  with  pain : 
Thus  ancient  wit,  in  modern  numbers  taught^ 
Wanting  the  warmth  with  which  its  author  wrotCj 
Is  a  dead  image,  and  a  fenfelefs  draught. 
"While  we  transfufe  the  nimble  fpirit  flies, 
Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  defire, 
Muft  imitate  with  Roman  force  and  fire. 
In  elegance  of  ftyle,  and  phrafe  the  fame. 
And  in  the  fparkling  genius,  and  the  flame  ; 
Whence  we  conclude  from  thy  tfanflated  fong. 
So  juft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ftrong  ; 
Celeflial  Poet !    Soul  of  harmony ! 
That  every  genius  was  reviv'd  in  thee. 
Thy  trumpet  founds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light. 
Never  to  die,  and  take  to  heaven  their  flight ; 
Deck'd  in  thy  verfe,  as  clad  with  rays  they  fliine. 
All  glorify'd,  immortal,  and  divine. 

As 
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As  Britain  in  rich  foil,  abounding  wide, 
FurniHi'd  for  ufe,   for  luxury,  and  pride. 
Yet  fpreads  her  wanton  fails  on  every  Ihore 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  ftili  of  more  ; 
To  her  own  wool  the  filks  of  Afia  joins ; 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvefts,  Indian  mines: 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fame 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name. 
To  lands  remote,  fends  forth  his  learned  Mufe, 
The  noblell  feeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choofe ; 
Feailing  our  fenfe  fo  many  various  ways, 
Say,  is 't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirft  of  praife? 
That  by  comparing  others,  all  might  fee. 
Who  raoft  excell'd,  are  yet  excell'd  by  thee. 


A    MORNING    HYMN 

TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  HAMILTON'. 

A  WAKE,  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 
^^^    Goddefs  of  Love,  and  of  the  day  ; 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes. 

And  Ihew  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phcebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blushing  morn, 
He  but  creates  the  day  which  you  adorn. 
Vol.  XXXVIII.  I  The 
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The  lark,  that  wont  with  warbling  throat 

Early  to  falute  the  ikies, 
Or  flceps,  or  elfe  fufpends  his  note, 

Dilllaiming  day  till  you  arife. 

Goddefs  awake,  thy  beams  Jifplay, 
Reftote  the  univerfe  to  light. 
When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  day  5 
And  when  fhe  difappears,  begins  the  night. 

Levers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep, 
(For  lovers  never,  never  lleep) 
Wait  for  the  rifmg  of  the  Fair, 
To  otter  fongs  and  hymns  of  prayer ; 

Like  Perfians  to  the  fun. 
Even  life,  and  death,  and  fate  are  there: 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  deiliny, 

Th'  inevitable  book,  'twas  noted  down, 
The  dying  iliould  revive,  the  living  die, 
A.S  Hamilton  fnall  fmile,  as  Hamilton  fhall  frown  ! 

CHORUS. 

Awake  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 

Goddefs  of  love,  and  of  the  day. 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  fhew  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phopbus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blufhing  morn. 
He  but  creates  the  day^  which  you  adorn. 


DRINK- 
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DRINKING    SONG    TO    SLEEP. 


G 


RE  AT  God  of  Sleep,  fince  it  mult  be. 
That  we  mull  give  fome  hours  to  thee. 
Invade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 
Glows  in  my  cheeks,  and  warms  my  foul ; 
That  be  my  only  time  to  fnore. 
When  I  can  laugh,  and  drink  no  more  ; 
Short,  very  fhort  be  then  thy  reign. 
For  I  'm  in  halle  to  laugh  and  drink  again. 

But  O  !  if  melting  in  my  arms. 
In  fome  foft  dream,  with  all  her  charms. 
The  nymph  belov'd  fhould  then  furprize. 
And  grant  what  waking  Hie  denies  ; 
Then,  gentle  Slumber,  pr'ythee  Hay, 
Slowly,  ah  ! ,  flowly  bring  the  day. 
Let  no  rude  noife  my  blifs  deftroy. 
Such  fvveet  delufion 's  real  joy. 


WRITTEN    UNDER   MRS.    HARe's    NAME,    UPON    A 
DRINKING    GLASS. 

'THHE  Gods  of  Wine,  and  Wit,  and  Love  prepare, 
-^     With  chearful  bov/ls  to  celebrate  the  Fair: 
Love  is  enjoin'd  to  name  his  favourite  toaft. 
And  Hare's  the  Goddefs  that  delights  him  mofi; 
Phoebus  approves,  and  bids  the  trumpet  found. 
And  Bacchus  in  a  bumper  fends  it  round. 

I    2  UNDER. 
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UNDER    THE     DUCHESS    OF     BOLTON   S. 

T    OVE's  keeneft  darts  are  radiant  Bolton's  care, 
-*-'  Which  the  bright  Goddefs  poifons  with  defpair ; 
The  God  of  Wine  the  dire  effedl  forefees. 
And  fends  the  juice  that  gives  the  lover  eafe. 


UNDER    THE     LADY     HARPEr's     NAME. 

'TpO  Harper,  fprightly,  young,  and  gay, 
-^     Sweet  as  the  rofy  morn  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim,  I  '11  drink  it  up 
To  the  laft  drop,  were  poifon  in  the  cup. 


UNDER    THE    LADY    MARY    VILLIERS      NAME, 

T  F  I  not  love  you,  Villiers,  more 
•^    Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before. 
With  fuch  a  paffion  fixt  and  fure. 
As  even  pofTeflion  could  not  cure, 
Never  to  ceafe  but  with  my  breath  5 
May  then  this  bumper  be  my  death. 


CUPID 
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CUPID      DISARMED. 

TO    THE     PRINCESS    D*"aUVERGNE» 

8 

CUPID,  delighting  to  be  near  her. 
Charm 'd  to  behold  her,  charm'd  to  hear  her. 
As  he  flood  gazing  on  her  face, 
E  nchanted  with  each  matchlefs  grace^ 
Loft  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart. 
Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart : 
She  feizes  it,  and  arms  her  hand, 
**   'Tis  thus  I  Love  himfelf  command  ;. 
•*  Now  tremble,  cruel  boy,  fhe  faid, 
**  For  all  the  mifchief  you  have  made." 

The  God,  recovering  his  furprize, 
Trufts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind. 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 
Princefs,  reftore  the  boy  his  ufelefs  darts. 
With  furer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts ; 
Love's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain. 
Death  only  can  releafe  us  from  your  chain. 


I  3  expl: 
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EXPLICATION     IN     TRENCH. 

C  U  P  I  D  O  N     D  E  S  A  R  M  E. 

VABLE      POUR       MADAME       LA      PRINCESSE 
D  '  A    U    V    E    R    G    N    E . 

/^^UPIDON  prennnt  plafir  de  fe  trouver  toujours 
^-^  auprcs  d''elle  ;  charme  de  la  voir,  charme  de 
I'ertcndre  :  Conime  il  admiroit  un  jcur  fes  graces 
inimitables,  dans  cette  diftraction  de  fon  ame  &  de 
fes  fens,  ill  lailTa  tombcr  ce  dard  fatal  qui  ne  manque 
jamis  de  percer  les  cceurs.  Elle  I-e  ramaiTe  foudain, 
Sc  s'armant  ia  belle  main. 

**  Cell:  ainfi,  dit  elle,  que  je  me  rend  maitrefTe 
*'  de  Tamour,  trcmblez,  enfant  malin,  je  veux 
*'  vanger  tous  les  maux  que  tu  as  fait." 

Le  Dieu  etonne,  revenant  de  fa  furprize,  fe  fiant 
a  fes  ailes,  s'echappe,  Sc  s'envole  vite  com  me  une 
fleche  qui  fend  Pair,  &  lui  laiile  la  poiTeflton  de  toute 
fon  ar'iilleric. 

Princeffe  rendez  lui  fes  armes  qui  vcus  font  inutiles  • 
La  nature  vous  a  donnee  des  charmes  plus  puiflants : 
I.es  captives  de  Pamour  fouvent  recouvrent  la  liberie; 
II  n'y  a  que  la  mort  fcule  qui  puifTe  airranchir  ks 
votres, 

B  A  C  C  H  U  S 
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BACCHUS     DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA  DILLON',   NOW  LADY   FALK- 
LAND. 

"pACCHUS  to  arms,  the  enemy 's  at  hand, 
"*^  Laura  appears  ;  ftand  to  your  glafTes,  ftand. 
The  God  of  Love,  the  God  of"  Wine  defies 
Behold  him  in  full  march,  in  Laura's  eyes ; 
Bacchus  to  arms,  and  to  refill  the  dart. 
Each  with  a  faithful  brimmer  guard  his  lieart. 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  there  's  treaibn  in  the  cup. 
For  Love  comes  pouring  in  with  every  drop  ; 
I  feel  him  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  brain. 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  refinance  is  in  vain. 
Or  craving  quarter,  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  heglth,  and  give  up  all  thy  fouK 


T  H  Y  R  S  I  S      AND      DELIA. 
SONG     IN     DIALOGUE. 

THYRSI?. 

T\  E  L  I  A,   how  long  mufc  I  defp.-.lr, 
-*-^    And  tax  you  with  difdain  ; 
Still  to  my  tender  lo\'e  feverv.*, 
Untouch'd  when  I  complain? 

I    4  DELIA, 
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DELIA. 

When  men  of  equal  merit  love  us. 
And  do  with  equal  ardor  fue, 

Thyrfis,  you  know  but  one  mull  move  us, 
Can  1  be  yours  and  Strephon's  too? 

My  eyes  view  both  with  mighty  pleafure. 
Impartial  to  your  high  defert. 

To  both  alike,  efteem  I  meafure. 
To  one  alone  can  give  my  heart. 

T  H  y  R  S  I  s . 

MyHerious  guide  of  inclination. 

Tell  me,  tyrant,  why  am  I 
With  equal  merit,  equal  paiTion, 

Thus'  the  viftim  chofen  to  die  ? 

Why  am  [ 

The  vidim  chofen  to  die  ? 

o 

DELIA. 

On  Fate  alone  depends  fuccefs. 
And  Fancy,  Reafon  over-rules. 

Or  why  fhould  virtue  ever  mifs 
Reward,  fo  often  given  to  fools  ? 

'Tis  not  the  valiant,  nor  the  witty, 
But  who  alone  is  born  to  pleafe  ; 

Love  does  predcftinate  our  pity, 

We  choofe  but  whom  he  firll  decrees. 


A   LATIN 


A    LATIN    INSCRIPTION 

ON     A     MEDAL     FOR     LEWIS    XIV.     OF     FRANCE. 

■pROXIMUS  &  fimilis  regnas,  Ludovice,  tonanti, 
•*'     Vim  fummam,  fumma  cum  pietate,  geris, 
Magnus  es  expanfis  alis,  fed  maximus  armis, 

Protegis  hinc  Anglos,  Teutones  inde  feris. 
Quin  coeant  toto  Titania  fcedera  Rhcno, 

ilia  aquilam  tantum,  Gallia  fulmen  habet. 


ENGLISHED,    AND     APPLIED     TO    QUEEN     ANNE» 

"^/T  EXT  to  the  Thunderer  let  Anna  ftand, 
•^  ^     In  piety  fupreme,  as  in  command  ; 
Fam'd  for  vidorious  arms  and  generous  aid. 
Young  Auftria's  refuge,  and  fierce  Bourbon's  dread. 
Titanian  leagues  in  vain  Ihall  brave  the  Rhine, 
When  to  the  Eagle,  you  the  thunder  join. 


URG  ANDA^S 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A  '  S     PROPHECY. 

SPOKEN  BV  WAY  OF  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  FIRST 
REPRESENTATION  OF  THE  BRITISH  EN- 
CHANTERS. 


pPOPHETIC  fury  rolls  within  my  breaft, 

-*'     And  as  at  Delphos,  when  the  foaming  prieft 

Full  of  his  God,  proclaims  the  diftant  doom 

Of  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come  ; 

My  labouring  mind  fo  ftruggles  to  unfold 

On  Britilh  ground  a  future  age  of  gold ; 

Eut  leil:  incredulous  you  hear — behold : 


I 


Here  a  Scene  rcprefenting  the  Queen,  and  the  federal 
Triumphs  of  Her  Majejiy^s  Reign. 

High  on  a  throne  appears  the  martial  Queen, 
With  grace  fublime,  and  with  imperial  mien  ; 
Surveying  round  her,  Avith  impartial  eyes. 
Whom  to  proted,  or  whom,  fne  fhall  chaftife. 
Next  to  her  fide,  vidoricus  Marlbro'  ftands, 
W^aiting,  obfervant  of  her  dread  commands  ; 
The  Queen  ordains,  and  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree. 
In  every  line  of  her  aufpicious  face 
Soft  mercy  fmiles,  adorn'd  with  every  gracp  ; 
So  angels  look,  and  fo  when  heaven  decrees. 
They  fccurge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

Einprefs 
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Kmrrcfs  and  conqu'ror,  hail!  thee  Fates  ordaia 
O'er  all  the  willing;  wcrld  Ibie  arbitrefs  to  reign; 
To  no  one  people  are  thy  laws  confin'd, 
"Great  Britain's  C^een,  but  guardian  of  mankind; 
Sure  liope  of  all  who  dire  oppreiTion  bear. 
For  all  til'  opprefs'd  become  thy  inftant  care. 
Nntions  of  conqucft  proud,  thou  tam'ft  to  free. 
Denouncing  war,  prefenting  liberty  ; 
The  viaor  to  the  vanquiOi'd  yields  a  prize, 
For  in  thv  triumph  tlieir  redemption  lies  ; 
Freedom  and  peace,  for  ra\  ilh'd  fame  you  give. 
Invade  to  blefs,  and  conquer  to  relieve. 
So  tlie  fun  fccrches,  and  revives  by  turns, 
Requiring  with  rich  metals  where  he  burns. 

Taught  by  this  great  example  to  be  jull-. 
Succeeding  Kings  fliall  well  fulfil  their  truil; 
Difcord,  and  war,  and  tyranny  iliall  ceafe, 
And  jarring  nations  be  compell'd  to  peace ; 
Princes  and  ftates,  like  fubjedts  fliall  agree 
To  trull  her  power,  fife  in  her  piety. 


PROLOGUE 

TO     THE      r,  R  I    r  I  S  H      L  N  C  H  A  N  T  E  R  S. 

TpOETS  by  obfcrvation  find  it  true, 

-^      'lis  harder  much  to  pleafe  thcmfelve<;  than  you  | 

To  v/eave  a  plot,  to  work  and  to  refme 

A  labour'd  fccns.-  ;   to  polilh  every  line 

Judgment 
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Judgment  muft  Iweat,  and  feel  a  mother's  pains: 

\\'iin  fooh  !  thus  to  dillurb  and  rack  their  brains^ 

When  more  indulgent  to  the  writer's  eafe. 

You  are  too  good  to  be  fo  hard  to  pleafe  ; 

No  fuch  convulfive  pangs  it  will  require 

To  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  admire. 

Our  author  then,  to  pleaie  you,  in  your  way^ 
Prefents  you  now  a  bauble  of  a  play ; 
In  jingling  rhyme,  well  fortify'd  and  Urong, 
He  fights  entrench'd  o'er  head  and  ears  in  fong. 
If  here  and  there  fome  evil-fated  line, 
Should  chance  through  inadvertency  to  Ihine, 
Forgive  him.  Beaux,  he  means  you  no  offence, 
But  begs  you  for  the  love  of  fong  and  dance, 
To  pardon  all  the  poetry  and  lenfe. 


I 


ANOTHER     EPILOGUE, 

DESIGNED     FOR     THE    SAME. 

"ITT IT  onse,  like  Beauty,  without  art  or  drefs. 
Naked,  and  unadorn'd,  cculd  find  fuccefs. 
Till  by  fruition,  novelty  deflroy'd. 
The  nymph  mull:  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoy'd. 
As  by  his  equip?ge  the  man  you  prize. 
And  ladies  muft  have  gems  befide  their  eyes  : 


So 
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So  fares  it  too  with  plays  ;  in  vain  we  write, 
Unlefs  the  mufic  and  the  dance  invite. 
Scarce  Hamlet  clears  the  charges  of  the  night. 
Would  you  but  fix  fome  ilandard  how  to  move. 
We  would  transform  to  any  thing  you  love  ; 
Judge  our  defire  by  our  coft  and  pains. 
Sure  the  expence,  uncertain  are  the  gains. 
But  though  we  fetch  from  Italy  and  France 
Our  fopperies  of  tune,  and  mode  of  dance. 
Our  fturdy  Britons  fcorn  to  borrow  fenfe : 
Howe'er  to  foreign  fafhions  we  fubmit. 
Still  every  fop  prefers  his  mother  wit. 
In  only  wit  this  conftancy  is.ihown. 
For  never  was  that  arrant  changeling  known, 
Who  for  another's  fenfe  would  quit  his  own. 

Our  author  would  excufe  thefe  youthful  fcenes, 
Begotten  at  his  entrance  in  his  teens: 
Some  childifli  fancies  may  approve  the  toy. 
Some  like  the  Mufe  the  more  for  being  a  boy ; 
And  ladies  fhould  be  pleas'd,  if  not  content, 
To  find  fo  young  a  thing,  not  wholly  impotent. 
Our  ftage-reformers  too  he  would  difarm. 
In  charity  fo  cold,  in  zeal  fo  warm  ; 
And  therefore  to  atone  for  ftage  abufes. 
And  gain  the  church-indulgence  for  the  Mufes 
Jle  eives  his  thirds — to  charitable  ufes. 


I 


PROLOGUE 


,»5        LANSDOWNE'S     POEMS, 


PROLOGUE 

TO     MR.      BEVIL       HIGGOn's      EXCELLENT      TRA- 
GEDY, CALLED,  THE   GENEROUS    CONQUEROR. 

YOUR  comic  writer  is  a  common  foe, 
None  can  intrigue  in  peace,  or  be  a  beau* 
Nor  wanton  wife,  nor  widow  can  be  fped. 
Not  even  *  RuiTel  can  inter  the* dead. 
But  ftraight  this  cenfor,  in  his  whim  of  wit, 
Strip's,  and  prefents  you  naked  to  the  Pit. 
I'hus  critics  fliould,  lil^  thefe,  be  branded  foes. 
Who  for  the  poifon  only,  fuck  the  rofe  ; 
Snarling  and  carping,  without  wit  or  fenfe  ; 
Impeach  miftakes,  o'erlooking  excellence. 
As  if  to  every  fop  it  might  belong, 
Like  fenators  to  cenfure,  right  or  wrong. 

But  generous  minds  have  more  heroic  views. 
And  Love  and  Honour  are  the  themes  they  choofe. 
f  From  yon  bright  heaven  our  author  fetch'd  his  lire. 
And  paints  the  pafTions  that  your  eyes  infpire : 
Full  of  that  liame,  his  tender  fcenes  he  warms. 
And  frames  his  Goddefs  by  your  matchlefs  charms. 

*  Ruffcrl,  a  famous  undertaker  for  funerals;  alluding 
to  a  Cjinecly  wjitten  by  Sir  Richard  Steele,  entitled,  Tiie 
Fur.eini. 

t  To  the  Ladies. 

E  P  I. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO      THE      JEW      OF      VENICE. 

T7  A  C  H  in  his  turn,  the  Poet  X,  and  the  Prieft  §, 
-"--'     Have  view'd  the  Ilage,  but  like  falfe  prophets 

guefs'd. 
The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  religious  rage. 
Would  filence  poets,  and  reduce  the  ftage  ; 
The  poet,  rafiily  to  get  clear,  retorts 
On  kings  the  fcandal,  and  befpatters  courts. 
Both  err:  for  without  mincing,  to  be  plain. 
The  guilt's  your  own  of  every  odious  fcene: 
The  prefent  time  dill  gives  the  ftage  its  mode,. 
The  vices  that  you  praftife,  wc  explode  ; 
We  hold  the  glafs,  and  but  refleft  your  fliame. 
Like  Spartans,  by  expofmg,  to  reclaim. 
The  fcribler,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  writes  to  dine. 
And  to  your  genius  muft  conform  his  line  ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  fubmit: 
Would  you  encourage  fenfe,  fenfe  would  be  writ. 
Good  p'ays  we  try,  which  after  the  firft  day, 
Unfeen  we  adl,  and  to  bare  benches  play ; 

X  Mr.  Diyden's  Prologue  to  the  Pilgrim. 
§  Mr.  Collier's  View  of  the  Stage. 

PUin 
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Plain  fenfe,  which  pleas'd  your  fires  an  age  ago. 

Is  loft,  without  the  garniture  of  fhow : 

At  vaft  expence  we  labour  to  our  ruin. 

And  court  your  favour  with  our  own  undoing  ; 

A  war  of  profit  mitigates  the  evil. 

But  to  be  tax'd  and  beaten — is  the  devil. 

How  was  the  fcene  forlorn,  and  how  defpis'd. 

When  Timon,  without  mufic,  moralized? 

Shakefpeare's  fublime  in  vain  enticM  the  throng, 

Without  the  aid  of  Purcel's  fyren  fong. 

In  the  fame  antique  loom  thefe  fcenes  were  wrought, 
Embellifh'd  with  good  morals,  and  juft  thought; 
True  Nature  in  her  nobleft  light  you  fee, 
Ere  yet  debauch'd  by  modern  gallantry. 
To  trifling  j efts,  and  fulfome  ribaldry. 
What  ruft  remains  upon  the  fhining  mafs. 
Antiquity  muft  privilege  to  pafs. 
'Tis  Shakefpeare's  play,  and  if  thefe  fcenes  mifcarry. 
Let  Gormen  *  take  the  ftage — or  Lady  Mary  f . 


•  A  famous  prize-fighter. 

f  A  famous  rope-dancer  fo  called. 


\ 


PRO. 
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p   R    o    L    o    c;    U    E 

TO      THE 

SHE-GALLANTS; 

O     R, 

ONCE    A   LOVER    AND    ALWAYS  A  LOVER. 

A  8  quiet  monarchs  that  on  peaceful  thrones, 
"^  -^  In  Tports  and  revels  long  had  reign'd  like  drone5, 
Rouzing  at  length,  reflect  with  guilt  and  Ihame, 
That  not  one  ftroke  had  yet  been  given  for  fame  ; 
Wars  they  denounce,  and  to  redeem  the  pail:. 
To  bold  attempts,  and  rugged  labours  haile: 
Our  poet  fo,  with  like  concern  reviews 
The  youthful  follies  of  a  love-fick  Mufe  ; 
To  amorous  toils,  and  to  the  fdent  grove. 
To  beauty's  fnares,  and  to  deceitful  love. 
He  bids  farewcl;  his  ihield  and  lance  prepares. 
And  mounts  the  ftage,  to  bid  immortal  wars. 

Vice,  like  fome  monfter,  fuff'ring  none  t'efcape. 
Has  fciz*d  the  town,  and  varies  lull  her  (hape: 
Here,  like  fome  General,  fhe  llruts  in  Hate, 
While  crowds  in  red  and  blue  her  orders  wait; 

Vol.  XXXVIIL  K  There, 
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There,  like  fome  penfive  ftatefman  treads  demurCj 
And  fmiles  and  hugs,  to  make  deftrudion  fure : 
Now  under  high  commodes,  with  looks  ereft, 
Barefac'd  devours,  in  gaudy  colours  deck'd  ; 
Then  in  a  vizard,  to  avoid  grimace. 
Allows  all  freedom,  but  to  fee  the  face. 
In  pulpits  and  at  bar  fhe  wears  a  gown. 
In  camps  a  fword,  in  palaces  a  crown. 
Refolv'd  to  combat  with  this  motley  beaft 
Our  poet  comes  to  ftrike  one  ftroke  at  leaft. 

His  glafs  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  or  beau. 
Some  features  of  you  all  he  means  to  fhovv. 
On  chofen  heads,  nor  lets  the  thunder  fall. 
But  fcatters  his  artillery— at  all. 

Yet  to  the  Fair  he  fain  would  quarter  fhow. 
His  tender  heart  recoils  at  every  blow ; 
If  unawares  he  gives  too  fmart  a  ftroke. 
He  means  but  to  corredl,  and  not  provoke. 


ODE 
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ODE 

O  N    T  H  E 

PRESENT  CORRUPTION  OF  MANKIND, 

INSCRIBED    TO    THE    LORD    FALKLAND. 
I. 

/^  FALKLAND!  offspring  of  a  generous  race, 
^-^    Renovvn'd  for  arms  and  arts,  in  war  and  peace. 
My  kinfman,  and  my  friend  !  From  whence  this  curfe 
Entaird  on  man.  Hill  to  grow  worfe  and  worfe  ? 
II. 

Each  age  induftrious  to  inv^ent  new  crimes. 
Strives  to  ouldo  in  guilt  preceding  times ; 
But  now  we  're  fo  imprvov'd  in  all  that 's  bad. 
We  fhall  leave  nothing  for  our  fons  to  add. 
III. 

That  idol,  gold,  pofTeffes  every  heart, 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  art ; 
Virtue  is  folly  ;  confcience  is  a  jeft  ; 
Religion  gain,  or  priellcraft  at  the  bell. 

IV. 

Friendfhip's  a  cloak  to  hide  fome  treacherous  end. 
Your  greatcft  foe,  is  your  profelfmg  friend ; 
The  foul  refign'd,  unguarded,  and  fecure. 
The  wound  is  deepeil,  and  the  ilroke  moft  fure. 

K  2  V.  JuHicc 
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V. 

Juflice  is  bought  and  fold  ;  the  Bench,  the  Bar 
Plead  and  decide  ;  but  Gold  's  th'  interpreter. 
Pernicious  metal !  thrice  accurfl  be  he 
Who  found  thee  firll ;  all  evils  fpring  from  thee. 

VI. 

Sires  fell  their  fons,  and  fons  their  fires  betray ; 
And  fenates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay ; 
The  wife  no  longer  is  rellrain'd  by  fhame. 
But  has  the  huiband's  leave  to  play  the  game. 

vir. 

Difeas'd,  decrepit,  from  the  mixt  embrace 
Succeeds,  of  fpurious  mold,  a  puny  race  ; 
From  fuch  defenders  what  can  Britain  hope  ? 
And  where,  O  Liberty  1  is  now  thy  prop  ? 

VIII. 
Not  fuch  the  men  who  bent  the  ftubborn  bow. 
And  learnt  in  rugged  fports  to  dare  a  foe : 
Not  fuch  the  men  who  iiil'd  with  heaps  of  flain 
Fam'd  Agincourt  and  CrefTy's  bloody  plain. 

IX. 

Haughty  Britannia  then,  inur'd  to  toil. 
Spread  far  and  near  the  terrors  of  her  ifle  j 
True  to  herfelf,  and  to  the  public  weal. 
No  Gallic  gold  could  blunt  the  Britifh  fteel. 


X.  Not 


FORTUNE.  ijj 

X. 
Not  much  unlike,  when  thou  in  arms  wcr't  fcen. 
Eager  for  glory  on  th'  embattled  green, 
When  Stanhope  led  thee  through  the  heats  of  Spain 
To  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain. 

xr. 

The  refcu'd  Empire,  and  the  Gaul  fubdu'd. 
In  Anna's  reign,  our  ancient  fame  rcnew'd: 
What  Britons  could,  when  juftly  rous'd  to  war. 
Let  Blenheim  fpeak,  and  witnefs  Gibraltar. 


FORTUNE. 

EPIGRAM. 

WHEN  Fortune  feems  to  fmile,  'tis  then  T  fear 
Some  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  mifchief  near : 
Us'd  to  her  frowns,  I  ftand  upon  my  guard. 
And  arm'd  in  virtue,  keep  my  foul  prepar'd. 
Fickle  and  falfe  to  others  fhe  may  be, 
I  can  complain,  but  of  her  conftancy. 

— -^^—Virtutem  a  mCy 
Fortunam  ex  aliis-^ — "- 


Kj 


C  H  A- 
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CHARACTER   OF   MR.  WYCHERLEY  *. 

f\  F  all  cur  modern  wits,  none  feems  to  me 
^"^  Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy, 
But  hafly  Shadwell,  and  flow  Wycherley. 

Shadwell's 

*  This  char:i61er,  ho-vever  Juft  in  other  particulars,  yet 
is  injurious  in  one  ;  Mr.  Wycherley  being  repiefented 
as  a  laborious  writer,  which  every  nun  who  has  the  leaft 
peilbnal  knowledge  of  him  can  contradift. 

Thofe  indeed  who  form  their  judgment  only  from  his 
writings,  may  be  apt  to  imagine  fo  many  admirable  re- 
flexions, fuch  diverfity  of  images  and  charafters,  fucK 
iiri£l  enquiries  into  nature,  fuch  clofe  obfervations  on  the 
Several  humours,  manners,  and  affeftions  of  all  ranks 
and  degrees  of  men,  and,  as  it  were,  fo  true  and  fo  per- 
fect a  difleftion  of  humankind,  delivered  with  fo  much 
pointed  wit  and  force  of  exprefTion,  could  be  no  other 
than  the  work  of  extraordinary  diligence  and  applica- 
tion: whereas  others,  who  have  the  happinefs  to  be  ac- 
<juainted  with  the  author,  as  well  as  his  writings,  are 
able  to  affirm  thefe  happy  performances  were  due  to  his 
infinite  genius  and  natural  penetration.  We  owe  the 
pleafure  and  advantage  of  having  been  fo  well  entertained 
and  inftru6led  by  him  to  h's  facility  of  doing  itj  for,  if 
I  miftake  him  not  extremely,  had  it  been  a  trouble 
to  him  to  write,  he  would  have  fpared  himfelf  that 
trouble.  What  he  has  performed  would  indeed  have 
bten  difficult  for  another  j   but  the  club  which  a  man  of 

ordinary 
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Shadwell's  unfinifli'd  works  do  yet  impart 
Great  proofs  of  Nature's  force,  though  none  of  Art ; 
K  4  But 

ordinary  fize  could  not  lift,  was  but  a  walking-ftick  for 
Kercules. 

Mr,  Wycheiley,  in  his  writings,  has  been  the  flurpeft 
fatirill  of  his  timej  but,  in  his  nature,  he  has  all  the 
foftnefs  of  the  tendered  uifpohtions  :  in  his  writings  he 
is  fevere,  bold,  undertaking  5  in  his  nature,  gentle, 
modeft,  inoffenfive  j  he  makes  ufe  of  his  fatire  as  a  man 
truly  brave  of  his  courage,  only  upon  public  occafions 
and  for  public  good.  He  compafTionates  the  wounds  he 
is  under  a  necefuty  to  probe,  or,  like  a  good-natured 
conqueror,  grieves  at  the  occafions  that  provoke  him  to. 
make  fuch  havock. 

There  are  who  objeft  to  his  verfification;  but  a  diamond 
is  not  iefs  a  diamond  for  not  being  polifhed.  Verfifica- 
tion  is  in  poetry  what  colouring  is  in  painting,  a  beau- 
tiful ornament  j  but  if  the  proportions  are  juft,  the  pofture 
true,  the  figure  bold,  and  the  refemhlance  according  to 
n;*ture,  though  the  colours  (liould  happen  to  be  rough, 
or  carelefsly  laid  on,  yet  may  the  piece  be  of  ineftimable 
value}  whereas  the  fintii  and  the  niceft  colouring  an  can 
invent,  is  but  labour  in  vain,  where  t!:e  rell  is  wanting. 
Our  prefent  wi  iters  indeed,  for  the  inoft  part,  feem  to  lay 
the  whole  ftrefs  of  their  endeavours  upon  the  harmony  of 
words}  but  then,  like  eunuci.s,  they  facrifice  their  man- 
hood for  a  voice,  and  reduce  our  poetry  to  be  like  echo, 
nothing  but  found. 

In  Mr.  Wycherley,  every  thing  is  mafculine ;  his 
Mufe  is  not  led  forth  as  to  a  review,  but  as  to  a  battle  ; 

not 


136        LANSDOVVNE'S     POEMS. 

But  Wycherley  earns  hard  whate'er  he  gains. 
He  wants  no  judgment,  and  he  fpares  no  pains,  &c. 
Lord  Rochefter's  Poems. 


not  adorned  for  parade,  but  execution  j  he  would  be 
tried  by  the  (harpnefs  of  his  blade,  and  not  by  the  finery; 
like  your  heioes  of  antiquity,  lie  charges  in  iron,  and 
feems  to  defpife  all  ornament  but  intrinfic  merit ;  and 
like  thole  heroes  has  therefore  added  another  name  to 
bis  own,  and  by  the  unanimous  conlent  of  his  cotem- 
poraries,  is  diftinguilhed  by  the  juft  appellation  of 
Manly  Wycherley. 

LANSDOWNE, 


VERSES 
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WRITTEN    IN    A   LEAF   OF    THE    AUTHOR 'SPOEMS^ 
PRESENTED    TO   THE    QJJEEN. 

THE  MUSE'S   LAST   DYING  SONG. 

A    MUSE  expiring,  who,  with  earlieft  voice. 
Made  kings  and  queens,  and  beauty's  charms 
her  choice  ; 
Now  on  her  death-bed,  this  laft  homage  pays, 
O  Queen !  to  thee:  accept  her  dying  lays. 
So,  at  th'  approach  of  death,  the  cygnet  tries 
To  warble  one  note  more — and  fmging  dies. 
Hail,  mighty  Queen  !  whofe  powerful  fmile  alone 
Commands  fubjedion,  and  fecures  the  throne: 
Contending  parties,  and  plebeian  rage, 
Had  puzzled  loyalty  for  half  an  age  : 
Conquering  our  hearts,  you  end  the  long  difpute. 
All,  who  have  eyes,  confefs  you  abfolute. 
To  Tory  doftrines,  even  Whigs  refign. 
And  in  your  perfon  own  a  right  divine. 

Thus  fang  the  Mufe,  in  her  laft  moments  fir'd 
With  Carolina's  praife— and  then  expir'd. 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN     IN     A     LEAF     OF     THE     SAME     POEMS, 
PRESENTED    TO    THE    PRINCESS    ROYAL. 

WHEN  we'd  exalt  rome  heavenly  Fair, 
I'o  Ibme  bright  Goddefs  we  compare: 
Minerva,  wifdom ;  Juno,  grace; 
And  VenuS  larnilhes  the  face  : 
In  royal  Anne's  brigrt  form  is  feen. 
What  comprehends  them  all — The  Queen^ 


WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW  IN  THE  TOWER,  WHERi 
SIR    ROBERT WALPOLE    HAD    BEEN    CONFINED. 

/^  OOD  unexpeded,  evil  unforefeen, 
^^    Appear  by  turns,  as  Fortune  fhifts  the  fcene : 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain. 
And  fall  fo  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 


P  E  L  E  U  S 


PELEUS    AND    THETIS. 


A       M    A    S    Q^  U    E. 


SET    TO    MUSIC. 


THE     ARGUMENT. 

Peleus,  in  love  with  Thetis,  by  the  afliftance  of  Pro- 
teus obtains  her  favour;  but  Jupiter  iRterpofing, 
Peleus  in  defpair  confults  Prometheus,  famous  for 
his  ikili  in  aiirology  ;  upon  whofe  prophecy,  that 
the  fon  born  of  Thetis  fhould  prove  greater  than 
his  father,  Jupiter  defifts.  The  prophecy  was 
afterwards  verified  in  the  birth  of  Achilles,  the 
fon  of  Peleus. 


PERSON'  S     IN     THE     MASQJJE. 

Jupiter.  Phometheus, 

Peleus.  Thetis. 


The  SCENE  rcprefcnts  Mount  Caucafus  ;  Prome- 
theus appears  chain'd  to  a  rock,  a  vulture  gnaw- 
ing his  breaft.  Peleus  enters,  addreffing  himfelf 
to  Prometheus. 


i 


PELEUS    AND    THETIS. 

A        M     A      S      Q,    U     E. 

SET     TO     iM  U  S  I  C. 


P  E    L   E   U  S. 

/"^ONDEMN'D  on  Caucafus  to  He, 

Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die. 
With  certain  pain,  uncertain  of  relief, 
True  emblem  of  a  wretched  lover's  grief! 
To  whofe  infpefting  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planetary  way. 
To  penetrate  eternal  day, 
And  to  revolve  the  fiarry  heaven. 
To  thee,   Prometheus,  I  complain. 
And  bring  a  heart  as  full  of  pain. 

Prometheus. 
From  Jupiter  fpring  all  our  woes, 

Thetis  is  Jove's,  who  once  was  thine: 
'Tis  vain,  O  Peleus,  to  oppofe 

^Thy  torturer,  and  mine. 
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Contented  with  defpair, 
Refign  the  Fair, 
Refign,  refign, 
Or  wretched  man,  prepare 
For  change  of  torments,  great  as  mine. 

P  E  L  E  U  S  . 

In  change  of  torment  would  be  eafe  ; 

Could  you  divine  what  lo.vers  bear. 
Even  you,  Prometheus,  would  confefs 

There  is  no  vulture  like  defpair. 

Prometheus. 
Ceafe,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 

P  E  L  E  u  s. 
Ceafe,  cruel  Thetis,  to  difdain. 

Thetis  entering^  they  repeat  together t 
Ceafe,  cruel  Vulture,  to  devour, 
Ceafe,  cruel  Thetis,  to  difdain. 

Thetis. 
Peleus,  unjullly  you  complain. 

Prometheus  and  Peleus. 
Ceafe,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 
Ceafe,  cruel  Thetis,  to  difdain. 

Thetis, 
Peleus,  unjuilly  you  complain. 

The  Gods,  alas !  no  refuge  find 
From  ills  refiftlefs  Fates  ordain : 
I  Hill  am  true— and  would  be  kind. 

Peleus, 
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P  E  L  E  U  S. 

To  love  and  to  languifli 

To  figh  and  complain. 
How  cruel 's  the  anguifh  ! 
How  tormenting  the  pain ! 
Suing, 
Purfuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O  the  curfe  of  difdain. 
How  tormenting 's  the  pain  ! 
To  love.  Sec, 

T  H   F.  T  I   S. 

Accurfed  Jealoufy! 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lover*s  eye. 
Through  which  all  objefts  falfe  we  fee, 

Accurfed  Jealoufy ! 
Thy  rival,  Peleus,  rules  the  iky. 

Yet  I  fo  prize  thy  love, 
With  Peleus  I  would  choofe  to  die. 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jove. 

A  Clap  of  Thunder  ;    Jupiter  appears;  defcendlng 
upon  his  Eagle. 
But  fee,  the  mighty  Thunderer  's  here  ; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly ; 
The  Thunderer  !   the  mighty  Thunderer ! 
Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

Vol.  XXXVIII.  L  A  full 
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A  full  Chorus  of  Voices  and  Injlruments  as  J  u  P  i  T  E  R. 
is  defending, 

CHORUS. 

But  fee,  the  mighty  Thunderer  's  here  ; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly  ; 
The  Thunderer  !  the  mighty  Thunderer  \ 

Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

[Jupiter  being  defended. ] 

Jupiter. 
Prefumptuous  flave,  rival  to  Jove, 

How  dar'ft  thou,  mortal,  thus  defy 
A  Goddefs  with  audacioias  love. 
And  irritate  a  God  with  jealoufy  ? 
PreAimptuous  mortal — hence— 
Tremble  at  omnipotence. 

Peleus. 
Arm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
I  fear  no  odds 
Of  men  or  Gods, 
But  Jove  himfelf  defy. 
Jove,  lay  thy  thunder  down  ; 

Arm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by. 
There  is  more  terror  in  her  frown. 
And  fiercer  light'ning  in  her  eye  : 
I  fear  no  odds 
Of  men  or  Gods, 
But  Jove  himfelf  defy. 

Jupiter. 
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Jupiter. 
Bring  me  light'niiig,  give  me  thunder, 

Halle,  ye  Cyclops,  with  your  forked  rods. 
This  rebel  Love  braves  all  the  gods. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder. 

[Peleus  and  Thetis,  holding  faji  by  one  another* 
Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'er  ihaii  iuiider. 

Jupiter. 
Bring  me  lightening,  give  me  thunder. 

Peleus    and   Thetis. 
Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'er  fliall  funder. 

Thetis  to  Jupiter. 
Thy  love  flill  arm'd  with  fate. 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate  : 
O  might  it  prove  to  me. 
So  gentle  Peleus  were  but  free ; 
O  might  it  prove  to  me 
As  fatal  as  to  lofc  confuming  Semele  \ 
Thy  love  ftill  arm'd  with  fate. 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

Prometheus  to  Jupiter, 
Son  of  Saturn,  take  advice 

From  one  whom  thy  fevere  decree 
Has  furnifh'd  leifure  to  grow  wife  : 

Thou  rul'ft  the  Gods,  but  Fate  rules  ther. 

L  2  (the 
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[the   prophec  y.] 
Whoe'er  th'  immortal  maid  compreffing. 
Shall  tafte  joy,  and  reap  the  bleffing. 
Thus  th'  unerring  liars  advife  : 
From  that  aufpicicus  night  an  heir  lliall  rife. 
Paternal  glories  to  efface 
The  moft  illuilrious  of  his  race, 
Tho'  fprang  from  him  who  rules  the  fkies. 

Jupiter    [Jpart.] 
Shall  then  the  Ton  of  Saturn  be  undone. 
Like  Saturn,  by  an  impious  fon  ? 
Juflly  th'  impartial  fates  confpire. 
Dooming  that  fon  to  be  the  fire 

Of  fuch  another  fon 
Confcious  of  ills  that  I  have  done, 
My  fears  to  prudence  fliall  advife ; 
And  guilt  that  made  me  great,   ftiall  make  me  wife. 

The  fatal  bleffing  I  refign ; 
Pelcus,  take  the  maid  divine  : 

[^Gi'ving  her  to  Peleus, 
Jove  confenting  fhe  is  thine  j 
The  fatal  bleffing  I  refign.         [  Jc/«j  their  hands, 

Peleus. 
Keav'n  had  been  loft,  had  I  been  Jove. 
There  is  no  heav'n,  there  is  no  heav'n  but  love. 


Peleus 
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Peleus  and  Thetis,  together. 
There  is  no  heav'n  but  love, 

No,  no,  no, 
There  is  no  heav^'n  but  love. 

Jupiter  to  Prometheus. 

And  thou,  the  liars  interpreter, 

'Tis  juft  I  fet  thee  free. 
Who  giv'ft  me  liberty  : 
Arife,  and  be  thy  felf  a  ftar. 

'Tis  juft  I  fet  thee  free. 

Who  giv'ft  me  liberty. 

[The  Fuhure  drops  dead  at  the  feet  of  Prometheus, 
his  chains  fall  off,  and  he  is  home  up  to  Heaven 
nvith  Jupiter  to  a  loud fiourijh  of  all  the  inftruments, 

[Peleus  /2«<^  Thetis  run  into  each  others  arms, 

Peleus. 
Fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arms, 
Goddcfs  of  immortal  charms  1 
To  my  arms,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly, 
Goddefs  of  tranfporting  joy  ! 

But  to  gaze 

On  thy  face. 
Thy  gentle  hand  thus  prefling. 
Is  heav'nly,  heav'nly  blciTmg. 


L  3  O  my 
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O  my  ibul ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loil  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying. 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul  ! 

-Thetis. 

You  tremble,  Peleus— -So  do  I — 

Ah  flay  !   and  we'll  together  die. 

Immortal,  and  of  race  divine. 

My  foul  Ihall  take  its  flight  with  thine  : 

Life  dilTolving  in  delight, 

Heaving  breafts,  and  fwimming  iight, 

Falt'ring  fpeech,    and  gafping  breath, 

Sym.ptoms  of  delicous  death. 

Life  dilTolving  in  delight. 

My  foul  is  ready  for  the  flight. 

O  my  foul, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying. 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul  ! 

Peleus  and  Thetis,  hcth  together  repeat, 

O  my  Soul ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying. 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul  1 


Chorus 
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Chorus   of  all  the  'voices  and  in(lruments finging 
and  dancing. 

When  the  ftorm  is  blown  over. 

How  bleft  is  the  Swain, 
Who  begins  to  diicover 

An  end  of  his  pain  ! 
When  the  florm,  &c. 


The  malk  concludes  with  variety  of  dances. 


L4  THK 


THE 

BRITISH  ENCHANTERS 
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NO    MAGIC    LIKE    LOVE. 


DRAMATIC    POEM. 


SCENES,     M  A  C  H  I  N  E  S,   M  U  S  I  C, 
AND     DECORATIONS. 
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THE 


PREFACE. 

/^  F  all  public  fpeftacles,  that  which  ihould  pro- 
^^^  perly  be  called  an  Opera,  is  calculated  to 
give  the  higheft  delight.  There  is  hardly  any  art 
but  what  is  required  to  furnifh  towards  the  entertain- 
ment ;  and  there  is  fomething  or  other  to  be  pro- 
vided that  may  touch  every  fenfe,  and  pleafe  every 
palate. 

The  poet  has  a  two-fold  tafk  upon  his  hands  in 
the  dramatic,  and  the  lyric :  the  architedt,  the 
painter,  the  compofer,  the  adlor,  the  finger,  the 
dancer,  &c.  have  each  of  them  their  feveral  employ- 
ments in  the  preparation,  and  in  the  execution. 

The  fame  materials  indeed,  in  different  hands, 
will  have  diiFerent  fuccefs  ;  all  depends  upon  a  Ikil- 
ful  mixture  of  the  various  ingredients  :  a  bad  artift 
will  make  but  a  meer  hodge-podge  with  the  fame 
materials  that  one  of  a  good  tafte  (hall  prepare  an 
excellent  olio. 

The  feafoning  muft  be  fenfe  ;  unlefs  there  is  where- 
withal to  pleafe  the  underllanding,  the  eye  and  the 
car  will  foon  grow  tired. 

The 
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The  French  Opera  is  perfeft  in  the  decorations, 
the  dancing,  and  magnificence  ;  the  Italian  excels 
in  the  mufic  and  voices ;  but  the  drama  fails  fhort  in 
both. 

An  Englifh  rtomach  requires  fomething  folid  and 
fubftantial,  and  will  rife  hungry  from  a  regale  of 
nothing  but  fweet-meats. 

An  Opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigu  :  the  table  is  finely 
illuminated,  adorned  with  flowers  and  fruits,  and 
every  thing  that  the  feafon  affords  fragrant  or  de- 
lightful to  the  eye  or  the  odour  ;  but  unlefs  there  is 
fomethiig  too  for  the  appetite,  'tis  odds  but  the 
guefts  break  up  dilTatisfied. 

It  is  incumbent  upon  the  poet  alone  to  provide  for 
that,  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  conducl  of  his 
plot,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  the  elevation  of 
his  fentiments,  and  the  jufmefs  of  his  charadlers.  In 
this  confifts  the  folid  and  the  fubftantial. 

The  nature  of  this  entertainment  requires  the  plot 
to  be  formed  upon  fom.e  llory  in  which  enchanters 
and  magicians  have  a  principal  part  :  in  our  modern 
heroic  poems,  they  fupply  the  place  of  the  Gods 
with  the  ancients,  and  make  a  much  more  natural 
appearance  by  being  mortals,  with  the  diiFerence 
only  of  being  endowed  with  fupernatural  power. 

The  charadlers  fhould  be  great  and  illuf;;rious ;  the 
'figure  the  aftor  makes  upon  the  ftage,  is  one  part  of 
the  ornament ;  by  confequence  the  fentiments  mull 

be 
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be  fuitable  to  the  characters  in  which  love  and  ho- 
nour will  have  the  principal  fliarc. 

The  dialogue,  which  in  the  French  and  Italian  is 
fet  to  notes,  and  fung,  I  would  have  pionounced  ;  if 
the  numbers  are  of  themfelves  harmonious,  there 
will  be  no  need  of  mufic  to  fet  them  off;  a  good 
verfe,  well  pronounced,  is  in  itfelf  mufical ;  and 
fpecch  is  certainly  more  natural  for  dilcourfe,  tnan 
finging. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  prepoftercus  than  to  be- 
hold Cato,  Julius  Cc-efar,  and  Alexander  the  Great, 
llrutting  upon  the  ftage  in  the  ii^ure  of  fongfters, 
perfonated  by  Eunuchs  ? 

The  finging,  therefore,  {hould  be  wholly  applied 
to  the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  which  by 
being  freed  from  a  lirefome,  unnatural  recitative^ 
mull  certainly  adminifter  more  reafonable  pleafure. 

The  feveral  parts  of  the  entertainment  rnculd  be 
fo  fuited  to  relieve  one  another,  as  to  be  tedious  in 
none  ;  and  the  connexion  fliould  be  fu.:h,  that  not 
one  fli'-uld  be  able  to  fubfill  without  che  other;  like 
embroidery,  fo  fixt  and  wrought  into  the  fubilance* 
that  no  part  of  the  ornament  could  be  removed, 
without  tearing  the  IbjfF. 

To  introduce  fmging  and  dancing,  by  head  and 
fhoulJcrs,  no  way  rclaiive  to  the  adion,  does  not 
tuin  a  play  into  an  opera  ;  though  that  title  is  now 
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promircuoufly  given  to  every  farce  fprinkled  here 
and  there  with  a  fong  and  a  dance. 

The  richeft  lace,  ridiculoufly  fet  on,  will  make  but 
a  fool's  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  crlticife  what  has  ap- 
peared of  this  kind  on  the  Englifh  flage :  we  have 
feveral  poems  under  the  name  of  Dramatic  Operas 
by  the  beft  hands ;  but  in  my  opinion  the  fubjeds  for 
the  moll:  part  have  been  improperly  chofen ;  Mr. 
Addifon's  Rofamond,  and  Mr.  Congreve's  Semele, 
though  excellent  in  their  kind,  are  rather  mafques, 
than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  concerned  for  the  honour 
of  my  country,  even  in  the  minuteft  things,  I  am 
for  endeavouring  to  out-do  our  neighbours  in  per- 
formances of  all  kinds. 

Thus,  if  the  fplendor  of  the  French  opera,  and  the 
harmony  of  the  Italian,  were  fo  fkilfully  interwoven 
with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  regular  dramatic 
bottom,  as  to  inftrudt,  as  well  as  delight,  to  improve 
the  mind,  as  well  as  ravifh  the  fenfe,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  but  fuch  an  addition  would  entitle  our 
Englifh  opera  to  the  preference  of  all  others.  The 
third  part  of  the  encouragement,  of  which  we  have 
been  fo  liberal  to  foreigners  for  a  confort  of  muiic 
only,  mif-call'd  an  opera,  would  more  than  eifeft  it. 

In  the  conftrudion  of  the  following  Poem,  the  au- 
thor has  endeavoured  to  fet  an  example  to  his  rules ; 
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precepts  are  beft  explained  by  examples ;  an  abler 
hand  might  have  executed  it  better.  However,  it 
may  ferve  for  a  model  to  be  improved  upon,  when 
we  grow  weary  of  fcenes  of  low  life,  and  return  to 
a  talle  of  more  generous  pleafures. 

We  are  reproached  by  foreigners  with  fuch  un- 
natural irregularities  in  our  dramatic  pieces,  as  arc 
fhccking  to  all  other  nations  ;  even  a  Swifs  has  played 
the  critic  upon  us,  without  confidering  they  are  as 
little  approved  by  the  judicious  in  our  own.  A 
ftranger  who  is  ignorant  of  the  language,  and  in- 
capable of  judging  of  the  fentiments,  condemns  by 
the  eye,  and  concludes  what  he  hears  to  be  as  ex- 
travagant as  what  he  fees:  When  CEdipus  breaks 
his  neck  out  of  a  balcony,  and  Jocafta  appears  in 
her  bed,  murdering  herfelf  and  her  children,  inftead 
of  moving  terror,  or  compaiTion,  fuch  fpeftacles 
only  fill  the  fpeftator  with  horror:  No  wonder  if 
llrangers  are  fhocked  at  fuch  fights,  and  conclude 
us  a  nation  hardly  yet  civilized,  that  can  feem  to 
delight  in  them.  To  remove  this  reproach,  it  is 
much  to  be  wifhed  cur  fcenes  were  lefs  bloody,  and 
the  fvvord  and  dagger  more  out  of  fafhion.  To 
make  feme  amends  for  this  exclufion,  I  would  be 
lefs  fevere  as  to  the  rigour  of  fome  other  laws 
enabled  by  the  mailers,  though  it  is  always  advife- 
able  to  keep  as  clofe  to  them  as  poiTible  ;  but  refor- 
mations are  not  to  be  brought  about  all  at  once. 


It 


i6o  PREFACE. 

It  may  happen  that  the  nature  of  certain  fubjecla 
proper  for  moving  the  paffions,  may  require  a  little 
more  latitude,  and  then,  without  offence  to  the 
critics,  fure  there  may  be  room  for  a  faving  in 
equity  from  the  feverity  of  the  common  law  of  Par- 
naiTiis,  as  well  as  of  the  King's  Bench.  To  facrifice 
a  principal  beauty,  upon  which  the  fuccefs  of  the 
whole  may  depend,  is  being  too  ftriftly  tied  down  ; 
in  fuch  a  cafe,  fianmum  jus  may  htfumma  injuria. 

Corneille  hlmfelf  complains  of  finding  his  genius 
often  cramped  by  his  own  rules :  **  There  is  infinite 
"  difference  (fays  he)  between  fpeculation  and 
**  pradice:  Let  the  fevereft  critic  make  the  trial, 
*'  he  will  be  convinced  by  his  own  experience,  that 
*'  upon  certain  cccafions  too  flrift  an  adherence  to 
*'  the  letter  of  the  law,  fhall  exclude  a  bright  op- 
'*  portunity  of  fhining,  or  touching  the  paffions. 
*'  Where  the  breach  is  of  little  moment,  or  can  be 
**  contrived  to  be  as  it  were,  imperceptible  in  the  re- 
"  prefentation,  a  gentle  dilpenfaticn  might  be  al- 
*•  lowed."  To  thofe  li:tle  freedoms  he  attributes 
the  fuccefs  of  his  Cid:  But  the  rigid  legiflators  of 
the  Academ.y  handled  him  fo  roughly  for  it,  that  he 
never  duril  make  the  venture  again,  nor  none  who 
have  followed  him.  Thus  pinioned,  the  French 
Mufe  mull  always  flutter,  like  a  bird  with  the  wings  J 
cut,  incapable  of  a  lofty  flight. 

The  dialogue  cf  their  tragedies  is  under  the  fame 
conftraint  as  the  conftrudion  j   net  a  difcourfe,  but 
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an  oration;  not  fpeaking,  but  declaiming;  net  free, 
natural,  and  eafy,  as  converfation  fliould  be,  but 
precife,  fet,  formal  argumenting,  pro  and  con,  like 
dlfputants  in  a  fchool.  In  writing,  like  drefs,  is  it 
not  pofTible  to  be  too  exadl,  too  ftarched,  and  too 
formal?  Pleafmg  negligence  I  have  feen :  Who 
ever  faw  pleafmg  formality  ? 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  To 
be  a  French  puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  Engliih  lati- 
tudinarian,  is  taking  different  paths  to  be  both  out 
of  the  road.  If  the  Britifh  Mufe  is  too  unruly,  the 
French  is  too  tame  ;  one  wants  a  curb,  the  other  a 
fpur. 

By  pleading  for  fome  little  relaxation  from  the 
utmoft  feverity  of  the  rules,  where  the  fubjedl  may 
feem  to  require  it,  I  am  not  befpeaking  any  fuch 
indulgence  for  the  prefent  performance:  Though 
the  ancients  have  left  us  no  pattern  to  follow  of  tiiis 
fpecies  of  tragedy,  I  perceive,  upon  examination, 
that  I  have  been  attentive  to  their  ftrifleil  lefibns. 

The  unities  are  religioufly  obferved :  The  phce 
is  the  fame,  varied  on'y  into  diiterent  profpeds  by 
the  power  of  enchantment:  All  the  incidents  hX\ 
naturally  within  the  very  time  of  reprefentation': 
The  plot  is  one  principal  adlion,  and  of  that  kind 
which  introduces  variety  of  turns  and  change^;  all 
tending  to  the  fame  point:  The.  ornaments  and  de- 
corations are  of  a  piece  with  it,  fo  that  one  could 
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Dct  well  Tubfift  without  the  other:  Every  aft  con- 
cluues  with  feme  unexpecbed  revolution :  And  in  the 
end,  vice  is  puailhed,  virtue  rewarded,  and  the 
moral  is  inilradlive. 

Rhyme,  which  I  would  by  no  means  admit  into 
the  dialogue  of  graver  tragedy,  feems  to  me  the 
moil  proper  ftyle  for  reprelentations  of  this  heroic 
romantic  kind,  and  bell  adapted  to  accompany 
nmric.  The  folemn  language  of  a  haughty  tyrant 
will  by  no  means  become  a  pafiionate  lover,  and 
tender  fentimcnts  require  the  fofteft  colouring. 

The  them.e  muft  govern  tlie  ftyle;  every  thought, 
every  charadter,  every  fubjedt  of  a  different  nature, 
muft  fpeak  a  different  language.  An  humble  lover's 
gentle  addrefs  to  his  miftrefs  would  rumble  ftrangely 
in  the  Miltonic  diale£l ;  and  the  foft  harmony  of 
Mr.  Waller's  numbers  would  as  ill  become  the 
mouths  of  Lucifer  and  Beelzebub.  The  terrible, 
and  the  tender,  muft  be  fet  to  different  notes  of 
mufic. 

To  conclude.  This  dramatic  attempt  was  the  firft 
cfTay  of  a  very  infant  Mufe,  rather  as  a  tafk  at  fucH 
hours  as  were  free  from  other  exercifes,  than  any- 
way meant  for  public  entertainment :  But  Mr.  Bet- 
terton  having  had  a  cafual  fight  of  it  many  years 
after  it  was  written,  begged  it  for  the  ftage,  where 
it  found  fo  favourable  a  reception,  as  to  have  an 
uninterrupted  run  of  a;  leaft  forty  days.     The  fepa- 
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ration  of  the  principal  a£lors  which  foon  followed ; 
and  the  introdudion  of  the  Italian  Opera,  put  a  flop 
to  its  farther  appearance. 

Had  it  been  compofed  at  a  riper  time  of  life,  the 
faults  might  have  been  fewer :  However,  upon  re- 
vifing  it  now,  at  fo  great  a  dirtance  of  time,  with  a 
cooler  judgment  than  the  firft  conceptions  of  youth 
will  allow,  I  cannot  abfolutely  fay,  /cripjtjfe  pudtt^ 
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PERSONS     NAMES. 

M      E      N. 

Celius,  a  Britljh  King,  Father  to  Or i ana. 
CoNSTANTius,     a    Roman   E7nperor,     defigned  for 

Marriage  woith  O  R  i  A  n  a  . 
Am  A  u  I  s  o/'  G  a  u  L ,  a  famom  Knight  Ad'venturery  in 

Lo've  nuith  O  r  i  a  n  a  . 
Flo  RE  ST  AN,  his  Companiony  in  Lonje  ivith  CoRi- 

SANDA. 

Arcalaus,  a  ivicked  Enchanter ,  Enemy  /o  A  m  a  d  i  s . 
Lucius,  a  Roman  of  the  Emperor^ s  Train, 

WOMEN. 

O R I  A  N  A ,  in  Lo<ve  ivith  A m  a  d  i  s ,  but  gi'ven  in  Mar- 
riage to  Constant  I  us. 
CoRiSANDA,  betrothed  to  Florestan. 
Urganda,  a  good  Enchantrefsy  Friend  to  Am  a  d  i  s  . 
A R c A B o N ,  ^ijler  ^o  Arcalaus. 
Delia,  an  Attenda7it  to\}^QP,v.-Q k, 

Troops  of  Magicians  attending  the  fe-veral  Enchanters, 
Knights  and  Ladies^  Capti'ves,  Men  and  Women 
attending  the  Britijh  Court,  Prit.Jlsy  or  Druids. 
Romans  attending  Conllantius.  Singers,  Dancers^ 
l^c. 

Scene  the  King's  Palace,   and  Parts   adjacent y  in- 

habited  by  the  dijereiit  Enchanters, 
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A  C  T     I.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

The  Curtain  rlfi:^  to  a  fyinphony  of  all  foris  of  in- 
ftruments  of  mufic.  'I  he  Scent*  reprtfcnrs  an  en- 
chanted grove,  adorned  and  beautified  with  foun- 
tains, ilatuss,  Sec 

"Ur  G  A  K  D  A   a/:^  D  i:  L  J  A  ^crforin'mg  j'c7ue  j'olemn   ce^ 
re-moiiy  cf  EnchafUmet.f. 

A  full Jhig^  ofjingers  atu-i  danco". 


U  R  G  A  N  D  A    AND    DELI  A. 

U  R    G    A  N    D    A. 

SOUND,  found,  ye  winds,  the  rcnded  cloud?  dividr-, 
Fright    back  the   pricil,  and  fave   a  trembling 
bride, 
Aflift  an  injur'd  lover's  faithful  love: 
An  injur'd  lover's  caule  is  worthy  jove. 
Delia. 
Succefsful  is  our  charm  :  the  temple  fliakcs. 
The  altarnods,  th'  aftoniiTi'd  prieft  forlakes 
The  hallow 'd  Ihrine,  Itarts  from  the    bridcgroorri'j 

fide. 
Breaks  off  the  rites,  and  leaves  the  knot  umy'd. 

M  4  '     Ur. 


i68        LANSDOWNE'S     POEMS 

U   R    G    A   K    D   A. 

Ye  fweet  muficians  of  the  fky, 

Hither,  hither,  hither,   fly,  fly. 
And  with  enchanting  notes  all  magic  elfe  fupp 
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[U R  G  A  N  D  A  and  Delia  retire  do-<.vn  the  fctne,  nvav 
h:g  their  enchanted  reds ^  as  continuing  the  ceremony. 

Full  Chorus  of  injlruments  and  'voices, 

Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute  ; 
In  harmony, 
Celefdal  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 

\Here  the  jiatues  leap  from  their  pedeflals,  and  form 
^variety  of  dances. 

Chorus  of  Singers  after  the  dance, 
Mufic  fo  charms,  and  does  fo  fvveetly  wound. 
That  ev'ry  fenfe  is  raviih'd  with  the  found. 

A  fingle  Voice, 

When  nymphs  are  coy. 
And  fly  from  joy. 
The  ftiepherd  takes  his  reed  ; 
He  plays  a  tune. 
She  flops  as  foon. 
And  flraight  they  are  agreed. 

The 
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The  battle  near, 

When  cowards  fear, 
The  drum  and  trumpet  founds ; 

Their  courage  warms. 

They  rufh  to  arms. 
And  brave  a  thoufand  wounds. 

Chorus. 
By  harmony  our  fouls  are  fway'd ; 
By  harmony  the  world  was  made. 

A  Jeccnd  dance. 
Singers  again  advance. 

A  fi7igle  Voice. 

When  with  adoring  looks  we  gaze 
On  bright  Oriana's  heavenly  face. 
In  ev'ry  glance,  and  ev'ry  grace. 
What  is  it  that  we  fee. 

But  harmony, 
Celeilial  harmony ! 
Our  raviili'd  hearts  leap  up  to  meet 

The  mufic  of  her  eyes. 

The  mufic  of  her  eyes. 

And  dance  around  her  feet. 

Full  Chorus  cf  'voices  and  infiruments,  as  at  f.rji, 

Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute; 

In  harmony, 

Ccleflid  harmony. 
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All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 

ji  third  dance. 
U  R  G  A  N  D  A  and  Delia  ccmef<^rnx;ard. 

U  R  G  A   N   D   A. 

This  care  for  Amadis,  ye  gods,  approve. 
For  u'hat's  a  foldler's  recompence  but  love  ? 
When  forc'd  from  Britain,  calPd  to  dilUnt  war. 
His  vanquifh^'d  heart  remained  a  captive  here ; 
Oriana's  eyes  that  glorious  conquefl  made. 
Nor  was  his  love  ungratefully  repaid. 

Delia. 
By  Arcabon,  like  hoftile  Juno,  croft. 
And  like  .^neas  driv'n  from  coafl  to  coail. 
The  wand'ring  hero  wou'd  return  too  late, 
Charg'd  by  Oriana  with  the  crimes  of  fate  ; 
Who  anxious  of  negleft,  fufpedling  change, 
Confults  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge. 

U  R  G   A  N   D   A. 

Juft  in  the  moment,  when  refentraent  fires, 
A  charming  rival  tempts,  a  rugged  king  requires : 
Love  yields  at  laft,  thus  combated  by  pride. 
And  fhe  fubmits  to  be  the  Roman's  bride. 

Delia. 
Did  not  your  art  with  timely  charms  provide, 
Oriana  were  his  wife,  and  not  his  bride. 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHy\NTERS.  ,71 

U  R    G  A   N    DA- 

In  ancient  times,  era  chivalry  was  known 
The  infant  world  with  monllers  overgrown. 
Centaurs  and  giants,  nurft  with  human  blood. 
And  dire  magicians,  an  infernal  brood, 
Vex'd  men  and  gods :  but  moil  the  fair  complain 
Of  violated  loves,  and  lovers  flain. 
To  fhelter  innocence,  and  injur'd  right. 
The  nations  all  eled  fome  patron -knight, 
Sworn  to  be  true  to  love,  and  flaves  to  fame, 
And  many  a  valiant  chief  enrolls  his  name  ; 
By  fhining  marks  diftinguifli'd  they  appear. 
And  various  orders  various  enflgns  wear. 
Bound  by  ftrift  oaths,  to  ferve  the  brighteft  eyes. 
Not  more  they  ftrive  for  glory,  than  the  prize  ; 
While  to  invite  the  toil,  the  faircft  dame 
Of  Britain  is  the  bcldcll  champion's  claim. 
Delia. 

Of  all  who  in  this  race  of  fame  delight, 
Brave  Amadis  is  own'd  the  hardy'ft  knight. 
Nor  Thefeus,  nor  Alcides,  ventur'd  more, 
Nor  he  fo  fam'd,  who,  baih'd  in  monfter's  gore. 
Upon  his  crefted  helm  the  trampled  dragon  bore. 

U  R    CAN    DA. 

Ardan,  that  black  enchanter,  whofe  dire  arts 
Enfiav'd  our  knights,  and  broke  our  virgins  hearts. 
Met  fpear  to  fpear,  his  great  delivering  hand 
Slew  the  deftroyer,  and  redeem'd  the  land ; 
Far  from  thy  breaft  all  care  and  grief  remove, 
Oriana's  thine,  by  conqueft  as  by  love. 

De- 
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Delia. 
But  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardan's  blood. 
And  Arcalaus,  foes  alike  to  good. 
Gluttons  in  murder,  wanton  to  dettroy. 
Their  fatal  arts  as  impiouily  employ  : 
Heirs  to  their  brother's  milchiefs,  and  Avorn  fees 
To  Amadis,  their  magic  they  oppcfe 
Againlt  his  love  and  life. 

U  X    G  A  N   D  A. 

With  equal  care. 


Incir  vengeance  to  prevent,  v.e  tnus  prepare. 
Behold  the  time,  when  tender  love  fhall  be 
Nor  vext  with  doubt,  nor  preil  with  tyranny. 
The  love-iick  hero  fnall  from  camps  remove. 
To  reap  reward :  the  hero's  pay  is  love. 
The  taiks  of  glory  painfal  are,  and  hard, 
Bu:  ah!  how  bleil,  how  fweet  is  the  reward  ! 

j^s  fm  retires,   Cbcrus  cf  all  the  -j:i:es  and  injlrunicnti 
repeat, 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute; 
In  harmony, 
Celeftial  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  tne  trumpet,   louad. 
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SCENE        II. 

The  Scene  changes  to  the  Infide  cf  a  Tnognif.cenf 
Tar.ple.  King  Celius,  and  the  Britifb  Court. 
Men  and  Wcmen  magnificently  drejfed  in  painted 
HalitSi  after  the  ancient  Manner.      The  Vriefis  and 

Druids  in  their  Sckmnities,  feemirg  in  CzKfyf.zny 
replacing  their  Id^ls,  end  fetting  tctir  Ahars  in 
Ordef.       Thur.der   a':d  Lightevir.^.       Jr.    :hz    ^.ic". 

Tir-.:  C  O  X  5  T  A  N  T  I  V  S  ,  O  R.  1  A  X  A  ,  and  C  0  R  I  :  A  N  3  A 

cznie  f:r~j:ard. 

C  0  X  5  T  A  X  T  I  u  s. 

T  OVERS  confult  not  ilar?,  nor  fearch  tlie  lkle5, 
-* — '  But  leek  their  fentence  in  their  charmer's  eyes. 
Carelefs  of  thunder  from  the  clonds  that  break. 

My  only  orr.ens  frcm  your  looks  I  take  ; 
\^'hen  my  Orlana  fmile?,   from  ther.ce  I  dare 
My  future  hope  ;  and  vshen  ir.e  frowTis,  my  fate. 

C   R    I    A    X    A. 

Ceaie,  Prince,  the  ar.ger  cf  the  Gods  to  move, 
'Tis  novv  become  a  crime  to  mention  love. 
Our  holy  men  interpreting  the  voice 
Of  Heaven  in  v.Ta:h,  forewarn  th'  ill-omen'd  choice. 

C  o  X  S  T  A  N  T  I  u  s. 
S:r:::yr:  ru.  5  fcr  ccnilancy  your  priefts  de>ife. 
If  love  and  hate  muit  vary  with  your  fkies, 

From 
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From  fuch  vile  fervitude  fet  reafon  free ; 
The  Gods  in  every  circumitance  agree 
To  fuit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me  ; 
In  this  right  hand  the  fceptre  that  they  place. 
For  me  to  guide,  was  meant  for  you  to  grace. 
Thou  beft  and  faireil:  of  the  beauteous  kind. 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  Gods  defign'd. 
And  be  the  charming  miflrefs  of  mankind, 

CORISANDA. 

Nuptials  of  form,  ofintereft,  orcfil;ate» 
Thofe  feeds  of  pride,  are  fruitful  in  debate  ; 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declare. 
And  choofe  the  gentle  virgin,  chafte,  and  fair 
Let  women  to  fuperior  fortune  born, 
For  naked  virtue,  all  temptations  fcorn  ; 
'Fhe  charm  's  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind. 
If  gratitude  cement  whom  love  has  join'd. 
And  Providence,  not  niggardly,   but  wife. 
Mere  lavifhly  bellows,  and  there  denies. 
That  by  each  other's  virtue  we  may  rife. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  Man  and  Wife  we  find. 
But  Frlciid  and  Benefador  always  bind. 


I 


The  Ki  N  G  ad-vancesj  foUo-LVcd  hy  PrieJIs  and  Train, 
K  I  N  G. 

Our  Priefts  recover:  'Twas  a  holy  cheat; 
Lead  back  the  bride,  the  ceremonies  wait, 

,  O  R  I  A  K  A , 
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O  R   I   A    N   A. 

What  Heaven  forbids—— 

King. 
— *Twas  ignorance  of  my  vvill. 


Our  Prieils  are  better  taught:  What  now  is  ill. 
Shall,  when  I  pleafe,  be  good;  and  none  lliall  dare 
Preach  or  expound,  but  what  their  King  would  hear. 
[  Priejis  bo-iv  profoimdly  Iq-vj% 

Erj  they  interpret,  let  *em  mark  my  nod. 

My  voice  their  thunder,  this  riglit  arm  their  God. 

[^Looking  Jte-rnly  at  ^ejn,  they  bo^M  again  as  before* 
Prince  take  your  bride, 

O  R   I   A  N   A. 

'Twere  impious  now  to  fuffer  him  my  hand, 

{^R^fuJi'fJg  her  hand. 

King. 

How  dar'il  thou  difobey,  when  T  command? 
Mind,  mind  her  not,  nor  be  dillurb'd  at  tears, 
A  counterfeited  qualm  of  bridal  fears : 
You  'd  fee,  cculd  you  her  inward  motions  watch. 
Feigning  delay,  Ihe  wiflies  for  difpatch  ; 
Into  a  woman's  meaning  would  you  look, 
I'hen  read  her  backward,  like  a  wizard's  book. 
Prieftsj  to  vour  charge — back  to  your  office  go. 

[Spoken  ^Mtth  a  fern  ^  imperious  air,    Priejli  retirif 
obfequioMjIy  hoi>jing^  as  before. 

O  R  I  A  N  A  . 
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O  R    I    A    N   A. 

Th'  obedience  that  is  due,  and  which  I  owe. 
Dread  Sir,  fliall  ever  be  obferv'd  by  me  ; 
It  is  not  to  difpute  your  high  decree 
That  thus  I  kneel,  but  humbly  to  implore 
One  moment's  ihort  fufpence  ;  I  own  your  power. 
And  I  fubmit.     Grant  but  this  fmall  delay, 
And  as  the  Prince  decides,  Oriana  fhall  obey. 

C  O   N  S  T  A    N   T    I    U   S. 

I  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain, 
Deflin'd  to  love,  as  they  are  doom'd  to  reign. 

King.     [J/^e.] 
Into  what  hands,  ye  Gods !  have  ye  refign'd 
Your  world  ?    Are  thefe  the  mafters  of  mankind  ? 
Thefe  fupple  Romans  teach  our  women  fcorn ; 
I  thank  ye,  Gods,  that  I  *m  a  Briton  born, 
[To  them.']    Agree  thefe  trifles  in  a  fhort  debate  ; 
No  more  delays,  I  am  not  us'd  to  wait. 

[King  Celius  retires  back  into  the  Temple. 

Oriana,  Constantius,  mid  Cor  is  an  da, 

after  a  Jhort  Paufe. 

Or  I  ana. 
Your  ftars  and  mine  have  chofen  you,  to  prove 
The  nobleil  way  how  generous  men  fhould  love  ; 
All  boaft  their  flames,  but  yet  no  woman  found 
A  paflion,  where  felf-love  was  not  the  ground. 

Slaves 
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Slaves  we  are  made,  by  falfe  pretences  caught. 
The  Briton  in  my  foul  difdains  the  thought. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

So  much,  fo  tenderly  your  flave  adores. 
He  has  no  thought  of  happinefs,  but  yours, 

O  R    I    A   N   A. 

Vows  may  be  feign'd,  nor  fhall  mere  words  prevail., 
I  muft  have  proofs,  but  proofs  that  cannot  fail. 
By  arms,  by  honour,  and  by  all  that's  dear 
To  heroes,  or  expecting  lovers,  fwear. 

C  O  N  S  T   A  N  T  I   U  S. 

N'Ceds  there  an  oath  ?  and  can  Oriana  fay. 
Thus  I  command,  and  doubt  if  I'll  obey? 


Oriana. 

Prepare  then,  Prince,  to  hear  a  fecret  told 
Which  Ihame  would  fhun,  and  blufhing  I  un 
But  dangers  prefling,  cowards  will  grow  bold 
Know — then — I  love. 


Id:        i 


CoNSTANTius.       \_EagerIj,'\ 
Can  you  command  defpair,  yet  love  confefs? 
And  curfe  with  the  fame  breath  with  which  you  bicfs  ? 

Oriana.        \DiJdainfully  putting  him  cjf.\ 
Milliake  me  not — that  I  do  love,  is  true. 
But  flatter  not  yourfelf,  it  is  not  you. 

Vol.  XXXVIII.  N  Cox- 
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CoNSTANTlus.       [  Starting.  ] 
Forbid  it,  Gods  1  recall  the  fatal  breath 
Which  Ipoke  that  word,  the  found  is  inftant  death. 

O  R   I    A    N  A. 

Too  late  to  be  recall'd,  or  to  deny,  ^ 

I  own  the  fatal  truth— if  one  muft  die,  > 

You  are  the  judge  ;  fay,  is  it  you— or  I  ?  3 

j^  MeJJenger  from  the  Temple, 

Messenger. 
The  King  is  much  difpleas'd  at  this  delay. 

C  o  K  s  T  A  K  T I  u  s  tvulking  ahoiit  in  a  PaJJion, 

C  O  N  S  T  A  N  T  I  U  S. 

And  let  him  wait,  while  'tis  my  will  to  Hay. 

O   R   I   A   K   A. 

Bear  back  a  gentler  anfwer:  we'll  obey, 

{Exit  MeJ/enger, 

C  O  N   S  T   A   N  T  I   U   S . 

Hence  every  found  that's  either  foft,  or  kind; 
O  for  a  war  like  that  within  my  mind  ! 
Say,  flatterer,  fay,  ah  1  fair  deluder,  fpeak, 
Anfvvcr  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  fliall  break  ; 
Since  thus  engag'd,  you  never  could  intend 
Your  love,  why  was  I  flatter'd  with  your  hand  r 

OrI  AK  A. 
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O   R    1    A    N    A. 

To  what  a  Father  and  a  King  thinks  fit, 
A  Daughter  and  a  Subjeft  mufl  fubmit. 
Think  not  from  tyranny  that  love  can  grow ; 
I  am  a  flave,  and  you  have  made  me  fo. 
Thofe  chains  which  duty  hath  put  on,  remove ; 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  never  love. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Cruel  Oriana,  much  you  wrong  my  flame. 
To  think  that  I  could  lay  fo  harih  a  claim. 
Love  is  a  fubjeft  to  himlelf  alone. 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own  ; 
No  ties  can  bind,  which  from  conftraint  arife, 
Where  either 's  forc'd,  all  obligation  dies. 

0  fatal  law !   requiring  to  refign 

The  objedl  lov'd ;  or  hated,  keep  her  mine. 

Oriana.     [Sootbifig/j.'] 
Accufe  me  not  of  hate  ;  v/ith  equal  eyes 

1  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize: 
Friendfhip,  efteem,  be  yours ;  bereft  before 
Of  all  my  love,  what  can  I  offer  more  ? 
Your  rivaFs  image  in  your  worth  I  view. 
And  what  I  lov'd  in  him,  efteem  in  you ; 

Had  your  complaint  been  firft,  it  might  have  mov'd ; 
He  then  had  been  efteem'd,  and  you  belov'd: 
Then  blame  me  not,  fmce  what  decides  your  fate. 
Is  that  you  pleaded  lall,  and  came  too  late. 

N  2  CoRi- 
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C  O  R   I   S   A   N   D   A. 

Hard  fate  of  merit!   Fortune  holds  the  fcale. 
And  ftill  throws  in  the  weight  that  maft  prevail! 
Your  rival  is  not  of  more  charms  pofTefl, 
A  grain  of  better  luck  has  made  him  blell. 

C  O  N  S  T  A  N  T   I  U  S.  [Jjii/g.] 

To  love,  and  have  the  power  to  pofiefs. 
And  yet  refign,  can  Nature  yield  to  this : 
Shall  Nature,  erring  from  her  firfh  command, 
Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  hand? 
By  her  own  adl,  the  fprings  of  life  deftroy. 
The  principles,  and  being  of  her  joy? 
Tormenting  thought !    Can  Nature  then  approve 
Bleffings  obtain'd,  by  curfing  thofe  we  love. 
Pofleinng,  fhe  is  loft — renouncing — I — 
Where 's  then  the  doubt  ? — Die,  die,  Conftantius,  die. 
Honour,  and  Love,  ye  tyrants,  I  obey, 
Where-e'er  your  cruel  call  direds  my  way ; 
To  ihame,  to  chains,  or  to  a  certain  grave. 
Lead  on,  unpitying  guides — behold  your  flave. 

O   R   I   A    N   A. 

Though  love  be  wanting  to  relieve  your  care. 
Glory  may  make  amends,  with  fame  in  war ; 
Honour  's  the  nobleft  chace,  purfue  that  game. 
And  recompenfe  the  lofs  of  love  with  fame  ; 
1£  ftill  againit  fuch  aids  your  love  prevails. 
Yet  abfence  is  a  cure  that  feldom  fails. 

Con- 
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CONSTANTIUS. 

Tyrannic  Flonour!  what  amends  canft  thou 
E'er  make  my  heart,  by  flattering  my  brow? 
Vain  race  of  fame,  unlefs  the  conqueft  prove- 
In  fearch  of  beauty,  to  conclude  in  love. 
Frail  hope  of  aids  !  for  time  or  chance  to  give^ 
That  love,  which,  fpite  of  cruelty,  can  live! 
From  your  difJain,  fmce  no  relief  I  find, 
I  muft  l(;'/e  abfent,  whom  I  love  unkind  ; 
Though  feas  divide  us,  and  though  mountains  part,- 
That  fatal  form  will  ever  haunt  my  heart. 
O  dire  reverfe  of  hope,  which  I  endure. 
From  fure  pofieffion,  to  defpair  as  fure  ! 
Farewel,  Oriana — yet,  ere  I  remove. 
Can  you  refufe  one  tear  to  bleeding  love  ? 
Ah!  no,  take  heed — turn,  turn  thofe  eyes  away. 
The  charm  's  fo  flrong,  I  fhall  for  ever  Hay. 
Princefs,  rejoice — for  your  next  news  Ihall  be, 
Gonllantius  dies — to  fet  Oriana  free. 

[Exeunt  federally. 


END      OF      THE      FIRST      A  C  To 


N  3  ACT 
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II. 


SCENE       I. 

The  Scene,  a  thick  njoooded  Fcrejl^  the  Trees  loaded 
^fjith  fnilitary  Enjigns  and  Trophies.  A  rich  Pa- 
'vilion  makes  the  Point  of  Fieiv  at  the  further 
End. 

ARCALAUS    and   ARCABON. 

A  R   C   A    L   A    U  S. 

ENCHANTRESS,   fay— whence  fuch  replicb  as 
thefe? 
Thou  anfwer'll  Love,  I  fpeak  of  Amadis. 

A  R   C    A    B   O   iV. 

Swiftly  he  pafs'd,  and,  as  in  fport  purfif  d 
The  favage  herd,  and  fcower'd  through  the  wood  ; 
Tigers  and  wolves  in  vain  his  llroke  withftand. 
Cut  down,  like  poppies,  by  the  reaper's  hand ; 
Like  Mars  he  look'd,  as  terrible  and  ilrong ; 
Like  Jove,  majeftic ;  like  Apollo,  you.ng ; 
With  all  their  attributes  divinely  grac'd. 
And  fure  their  thunder  in  his  arm  was  plac'd. 

N  4  Arc  ALA  us 
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A  R   C  A  L  A  U  S. 

Whopafs'd?    Wholook'd? 

A  R   C   A   B  O  N. 

> Ah  !  there  *s  the  fatal  wound. 


Which  tears  my  heart-rtrings— but  he  fhall  be  found; 
Yes,  ye  Infernals,  if  there's  power  in  art, 
Thefe  arms  fhall  hold  him,  as  he  grafps  my  heart. 
Shall  I,  who  can  draw  down  the  moon,  and  keep 
The  ftars  confin'd^  enchant  the  boilVrous  deep? 
Bid  Boreas  halt,  make  hills  and  forefts  move. 
Shall  I 

A  R   C   A   L   A   U  5. 

Be  made  a  whining  fool  to  love? 


Sufpend  thefe  follies,  and  let  rage  furmount, 

A  brother's  death  requires  a  ftridl  account ; 

Tc-day,  to-day,  perhaps  this  very  hour. 

This  moment,  now,  the  murth  rer's  in  our  pow'r. 

Leave  love  in  cottages  and  cells  to  reign. 

With  nymphs  obfcure,  and  with  the  lowly  fvvain ; 

Who  wafce  their  days  and  ftrength  in  fuch  fhort  joys. 

Are  fools,  who  barter  life  and  fame  for  toys. 

A  R  C  A  B  o  N. 

They  're  fools  who  preach  we  walle  our  days  and 
ftrength. 
What  is  a  life,  whofe  only  charm  is  length ; 
Give  me  a  life  that 's  fnort,  and  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  whofe  minutes  never  cloy : 

What 
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What  is  an  age  in  dull  renown  driidg'd  o'er? 
One  little  fingle  hour  of  love  is  more. 

xin  Attendant  enters  hajlily,  and  ^vhifpers  Arcalaus. 

Arcalaus. 
See  it  perform'd — and  thou  ihalt  be, 
Black  miniiler  of  hell — a  God  to  me. 

[  Attendant  files  a^joay  through  the  Air, 
He  comes,  he  comes,  juft  ready  to  be  caught, 
Here  Ardan  fell,  here,  on  this  fatal  fpot 
Our  brother  dy'd ;  here  flow'd  that  precious  gore> 
The  purple  flood,  which  cries  aloud  for  more: 
Think  on  that  image,  fee  him  on  the  ground. 
His  life  and  fame  both  bury'd  in  one  wound: 
Think  on  the  murtherer,  with  infulting  pride 
Tearing  the  weapon  from  his  bleeding  fide : 
Oh  think 

-A  R.   C   A    B  O   K. 

What  need  thefe  bloody  images  to  move  ? 
Revenge  I  will ;  and  would  fecure  my  love : 
Why  fnould  I  of  a  frailty  fhameful  be, 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free  ? 
Not  fierce  Medea,  miftrefs  of  our  art. 
Nor  Circe,  nor  Calypfo  'fcap'd  the  fmart. 
If  hell  has  power,  both  palTions  I  will  pleafe. 
My  vengeance  and  my  love  fhall  both  have  eafe. 
Lead  on,  magician,  make  revenge  fecure. 
My  hand  's  as  ready,  and  Ihall  ftrike  as  fure. 

\They  go  off. 

Oriana, 
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Oriana  and  Corisanda  entering  from  the  lonx:er 
Part  of  the  Scene. 

Or  I  a  n  a. 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  in  filent  groves. 
From  courts  retir'd,  pofTeis  their  peaceful  loves. 
Of  royal  maids,  how  wretched  is  the  fate. 
Born  only  to  be  viftims  of  the  ftate ; 
Our  hopes,  our  wifties,  all  our  paffions  ty'd 
For  public  ufe  ;  the  flaves  of  others  pride. 
Here  let  us  wait  th'  event,  on  which  alone 
Depends  my  peace,  I  tremble  till  'tis  knov/n. 

Corisanda. 
So  generous  this  Emperor's  love  does  feem, 
*Twould  jullify  a  change,  to  change  for  him. 

Oriana.     • 
Alas !  thou  know'ft  not  men,  their  oaths,  and  arts 
Of  feigning  truth,  with  treafon  in  their  hearts. 
Who  now's  ador'd,  may  the  next  hour  difpleafe. 
At  iirft  their  cure,  and  after,  their  difeafe. 

[Flourijh  ofMuJjc  as  in  the  Foref, 

Corisanda. 
Oft  we  have  heard  fuch  airy  founds  as  thefe 
Salute  us  as  we  pafs. 

Enter 
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Enter  fenjeral  of  Arcalaus*  Magiciaiis  Jtnging  ayid 
dancing,  reprefenting  Shepherds^  ShepherdeJJ'es,  and 
Pdi/ans. 

A  Shepherd,  f.nging. 
Follow  ye  nymphs  and  ihepherds  all. 
Come  celebrate  the  feilival. 
And  merrily  fing,  and  fport,   and  play. 
For  'tis  Oriana's  nuptial  day. 

\A  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Sbepherdefes.      Then  a 
Shepherdefs  addrefjing  to  Oriana,  fings.'\ 

Qaeen  of  Britain,   and  of  love, 

Be  happy  as  the  bleft  above  ; 

Graces  numberlefs  attend  thee. 

The  Gods  as  many  bleffings  fend  thee : 

Be  happy  as  the  bleft  above, 

Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 

A  rural  Dance  of  Pdifans, 

[Exeunt  dancing, 

Oriana. 

Prepoftercus  nuptials !  that  fill  every  breaft 
With  joy,  but  only  hers  who  fhould  be  bleft. 

CORISANDA. 

Sure  fome  magician  keeps  his  revels  here: 
Princefs  retire,  there  may  be  danger  near. 

[Flourijh  of /oft  Mufic  at  a  Dijia?ice. 

Oriana. 
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Or  I  a  n  a. 

What  danger  in  fuch  gentle  notes  can  be  ? 
Thu'ii  friend  to  love,  thrice  powerful  harmony, 

I  Ml  follow  thee,  play  on 

Mufic's  the  balm  of  love,  it  charms  defpair, 
Safpends  the  fmart,  and  foftens  every  care. 

[Exeuni  do-Jon  the  Scetie^  follonxjing  the  Miiftc- 

Arcalaus  enters,  njuith  an  Attendant,   ohfernjing  them 
as  they  'walk  dowon  into  the  Foreji. 

Arcalaus. 
Finifli  the  reft,  and  then  be  free  as  air : 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  fo  fair. 
Happy  beyond  my  wifh,  I  go  to  prove 
At  once,  the  joys  of  fvveet  revenge  and  love. 

\lValks  do^n  the  Scene  after  them. 

Enter  Amadis  /a;W  Flor  est  an. 

A  M   A  D  I   S. 

Miilake  m.e  not— no — Amadis  jfhall  die. 
If  fhe  is  pleas'd,  but  not  difturb  her  joy  ; 
Nice  honour  ftill  engages  to  requite 
Falfe  miftreiTes,  and  friends,  with  flight  for  flight: 
But  if,  like  mine,  the  ftubborn  heart  retain 
A  wilful  tendernefs,  the  brave  muft  feign. 
In  private  grief,  but  wath  a  carelefs  fcorn 
In  public,  feem  to  triumph,  not  to  mourn. 

Flo- 


THE  BRITISH   ENCHANTERS.  189 

F   L  O   R   E   S   T   A    N. 

Hard  is  the  tafic,  in  love  or  grief  to  feign  ; 
When  pafTion  is  fincere,  it  will  complain: 
Doubts  which  from  rumour  rife,  you  fhould  fufpend 
From  evil  tongues  what  virtue  can  defend? 
in  love,  vv'ho  injure-s  by  a  rafh  diilruft, 
]s  the  aggreffor,  and  the  firft  unjuft. 

A  M  A  D  I   s. 

If  file  is  true,  vyhy  all  this  nuptial  noife. 
Still  echoing  as  we  pafs  her  guilty  joys? 
Wiio  to  a  woman  trufts  his  peace  of  mind. 
Trails  a  frail  bark,  with  a  tempeftucus  wind. 
Thus  to  Ulyffes,  on  the  Stygian  coall 
His  fate  enquiring,  fpake  Atrides'  ghoft ; 
Of  all  the  plagues  with  which  the  world  is  curll, 
Gf  every  ill,  a  woman  is  the  worll ; 
Truil  not  a  woman. — Well  might  he  advife. 
Who  periih'd  by  his  wife's  adulteries. 

Florestan. 
Thus  in  defpair,  what  moll:  we  love,  we  wrong. 
Not  Heaven  eicapss  the  im.pious  Atheift's  tongue, 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Enticing  crocodiles,  wliofe  tears  are  death. 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath: 
Like  Egypt's  temples,  dazzling  to  the  fight, 
Fompoufly  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright ; 

With 
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With  glittering  gold,  and  iparkling  gems  they  Ihine, 
But  apes  and  monkies  are  the  Gods  within. 

Florestan. 

My  love  attends  with  pain,  while  you  purfue 
This  angry  theme  ;— I  have  a  miftrefs  too : 
The  faultlefs  form  no  f:ecret  llains  difgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  unblemifn'd  as  her  face  ; 
Not  painted  and  adorn'd  to  varniPa  fin. 
Without  all  angel,   all  divine  within  ; 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  fhe  got ; 
A  heaven  without  a  cloud,  a  fun  without  a  fpot. 

A  M  A  D  I  s,  lEmhracing  him.^ 
Forgive  the  vifions  of  my  frantic  brain. 
Far  from  the  man  I  love  be  ail  fuch  pain : 
By  the  immortal  Gods  I  f/ear,  my  friend. 
The  Fates  to  me  no  greater  joy  ccuid  fe 
Than  that  your  labours  meet  a  profperou 
After  fo  many. glorious  toils,  that  you 
Have  found  a  miftrefs  beautiful  and  true 


end,  ■% 

'end,  C 

Dus  end.       J 


Oriaxa  and  Corisanda.       [Without.'] 
Help,  help,  oh!   Heavens,  help 

A   M   A    D   I   S. 

— What  cries  are  thefe  ? 

Florestan. 
It  feem'd  the  call  of  Beauty  in  diflrefs. 


Of 
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Of  favage  beails  and  men,  a  monilrous  brood 
PoiTefs  this  land 

Or  I  AN  A    ^«^    CORISANDA. 

— Kelp,  help 

A  M   A  D  I  s. 

Again  the  cry's  renew'd. 

Draw  both  our  fwordsj  and  fly  with  fpeed  to  fave  ; 
Th'  opprefs'd  have  a  fure  refage  in  the  brave. 

[Exeuf2l,  dra-uoing  their  fi>jords» 

Criana  atid  Corifanda  cro/s  the  Stage^  purfucd  by  a 
Party  of  Arcalaus'  Magicians. 

O  R  I   A   N   A     and    CORISANDA, 

Help,  help 

Pa  r  t  y. 

Parfue,  purfue 

[  Floreftan  croj/es   the   Stage,   follonjoing  the   Purfuit, 
AvQVi\2i.\}iS  fighting  and  retreating  before  Amadis.] 

Arcalaus. 
Thou  run'il  uroa  thy  fate :  Mortal  forbear, 
A  more  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 

Amadis. 
Think  not  my  f.vord  fliall  give  the  leafl  reprieve, 
'Twere  cruelty  to  let  fuch  mongers  live. 

[Floreilaa 
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[Floreftan  re-enters  retreating   before  another  Party^ 
isfeized,  difarmedy   and  carried  off.l 

Arcalaus. 
Yet  paufe,  and  be  advis'd  ;  avoid  thy  fate ; 
Without  thy  life,  my  vengeance  is  complete : 
Behold  thy  friend  borne  to  eternal  chains. 
Remember  Ardan  now,  and  count  thy  gains. 

A^  M   A  D  I  s. 

Like  Ardan's  be  thy  fate,  unpitied  fall : 
Thus  I'll  at  once  revenge,  and  free  them  all. 

[Fight ^  Arcalaus  Jlill  retreating.  A  fudden  Sound 
of  Injlruments  exprejfing  Terror  and  Horror,  niuith 
thunder  at  the  fame  Time.  Monfers  and  Damons 
rife  from  under  the  Stage,  nvhile  others  fly  do^ivn 
from  abo^e,  crcjjing  to  and  fro  in  Confiifon^  during 
Tivhich  the  Stage  is  darkened.  On  a  fudden  a  Fhurijh 
of  contrary  Mufc  fucceeds  ;  the  Sky  chars,  and  the 
ivhole  Scene  changes  to  a  delightful  Vale,  Amadis 
appea>itig  leaning  on  his  S^uuord,  furrounded  by  Shep^ 
herds  and  Shepherdeffes,  <voho  nvith  Songs,  Mufic 
and  Dances,  perform  the  follo<vjing  Enchant?nent.'\ 


To  he  fung  in  full  C 

Love,  creator  Lov^e,  appear 

Atcend  and  hear ; 
Appear,  appear,  appear. 


oorus. 


Afngi 
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A  fifig^^s  Voice. 

Love,  creator  Love, 
Parent  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Delight  of  Gods  above  ; 
To  thee  all  Nature  owes  her  birth ; 

Love,  creator  Love. 

Another  Jingle  Voice* 
All  that  in  ambient  air  does  move. 

Or  teems  on  fertile  fields  below. 
Or  fparkles  in  the  Ikies  above. 

Or  docs  in  rolling  waters  flow. 
Spring  from  the  feeds  which  thou  dofl  fow. 

Love,  creator  Love. 

Chorus, 
Better  in  love  a  flave  to  be. 
Than  with  the  wideil  empire  ixz^. 

Banc  e. 


ODE     TO     DISCORD. 

^  Jingi^  Voice, 

When  Love  's  away  then  Difcord  reigns, 
The  furies  he  unchains. 
Bids  ^'Eolus  unbind 
The  northern  wind. 

Vol.  XXXVIII.  O  That 
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That  fetter'd  lay  in  caves. 
And  root  up  trees,  and  plough  the  plains 

Old  Ocean  frets  and  raves. 
From  their  deep  roots  the  rocks  he  tears. 

Whole  delugc:>  lets  fly. 

That  dafn  againll  the  fky. 

And  feem  to  drown  the  liars ; 
Th'  affaulted  clouds  return  the  Ihock, 

Blue  light'nings  finge  the  waves. 

And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 


Then  jove  ufurps  his  father's  crown, 

Tnllrucling  mortals  to  afpire  ; 
The  father  would  deftroy  the  fon. 

The  fon  dethrones  the  fire. 
The  Titans,  to  regain  their  right. 
Prepare  to  try  a  feccnd  fight, 
Briareas  arms  his  hundred  hands. 
And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  bands. 

Pelion  upon  OflTa  thrown. 
Steep  Olympus  they  invade, 

Gods  and  giants  tumble  down. 
And  Mars  is  foii'd  by  Encelade. 


Horror, 
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Horror,  confufion,  dreadful  ire. 
Daggers,  poifon,  fword  and  fire. 
To  execute  the  deftin'd  wrath  confpire.. 
The  furies  loofe  their  fnaky  rods, 
And  lafh  both  men  and  Gods. 

Chorus  repeat  the  laji  S.anza, 
^hen  Symphony /or  Love. 

A  Jiiigle  Voice. 
But  when  Love  bids  Difcord  ceafe. 
The  jarring  feeds  unite  in  peace  ; 
O  the  pleafures  paft  exprefling ! 
O  the  rapture  of  poffefling  ! 
Melting,  dying,  heavenly  bleffing, 
O  the  rapture  of  poiTeiTing ! 
Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy  ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy ! 

In  Cyprus  iirft  the  God  was  known. 

Then  wandering,  wandering  o'er  the  mairij 
He  in  Britannia  fix'd  his  reign. 

And  in  Oriana's  eyes  his  throne. 


A  full  Chor  us. 
Hail  to  Love,  and  welcome  joy  ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy ! 
See  the  Sun  from  Love  returning. 
Love  's  the  flame  in  which  lie  's  burning. 

O  2  Hail 
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Hall  to  I.  ove,  the  fofteft  pleafure  ; 
Love  and  Beauty  reign  for  ever. 

Dance. 

lT/:>ea  to  be  fung  by  a  Shepherdefs  addrejjlng  her/elf 
to  Amadis.J 

Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand; 
Now  mortal  prepare. 
And  furrender. 

For  Love  fhall  arife. 

Whom  no  power  can  withftand. 
Who  rules  from  the  fkies 
To  the  centre. 

Now  mortal  prepare. 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand; 
Now  mortal  prepare. 
And  furrender. 

Chorus  repeat, 
'Now  mortal  prepare,  &c. 

l^During  the  Choruiy  Oriana  appears  rijlngfrom  under 
the  Stage y  repofed  upon  a  Machine  reprefenting  a 
Bed  of  Floivers.  ■  The  Chorus  ended ,  Jhe  ri/es,  and 
^omes  for 'ward,  ] 

Oriana. 
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O  R    I    A    N   A. 

In  what  enchanted  regions  am  I  loft? 
Am  I  alive  ?    Or  wander  here  a  ghoft  ? 
Art  thou  too  dead  ? — 

[Siarting  at  the  fight  (j/'Amadis. 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Where-e'er  ycu  are,  the  realms  of  blifs  muft  be; 
I  fee  my  Goddefs,  and  'tis  heaven  to  fee. 

[  Thrc^^ving  an.vay  his  f<vjord,  is  Jeizsd  and  hound* 
Stand  oif,  and  give  me  way— — 

O   R    I    A   N   A» 


■No,  keep  him  there. 


Th'  ungrateful  traitor,  let  him  not  come  near : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sifyphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans. 
With  robbers,  and  with  murth'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  pains — for  he  has  murder'd  love. 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Have  I  done  this? 

Or  I  a  k  a  4 

■       Bafe  and  perfidious  man  ! 

Let  me  be  heard,  and  anfwcr  if  you  can. 
Was  it  your  love,  when  trembling  by  your  fiJe 
I  v.ept,  and  I  implor'd,  and  almoft  dy'd. 
Urging  your  ftay :    Was  it  your  love  that  bore 
Your  faithlefs  veflel  from  the  Eritilh  ftiore  ? 

O  3  What 
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What  faid  I  not,  upon  the  fatal  night. 
When  you  avovv'd  your  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part. 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  heart? 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhuman  and  ingrate, 
■Repent  your  folly — but  repent  too  late. 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Miftaken  Princefs  ;  by  the  ftars  above, 
"The  powers  below,  and  by  immortal  Jove 
Dnwilling  and  compell'd 

O  R   I   A    N    A, 

Unwilling  and  com peird !  vain,  vain  pretence 
For  bafe  negleft,  and  cold  indifference 
Was  it  your  love,  when  by  thofe  ftars  above, 
Thofe  powers  below,  and  tliat  immortal  Jove, 
You  vow'd,  before  the  firil  revolving  moon, 
You  would  return?— Did  you  return? — The  Am 
Thrice  round  the  circled  globe  was  feen  to  move. 
You  neither  came,  nor  fent — was  this  your  love  ? 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Thrice  has  that  fun  beheld  me  on  your  coaft. 
By  tempefts  beaten,  and  in  Ihipv/recks  loft. 

O  R   I  A   N   A. 

And  yet  you  chofe  thofe  perils  of  the  fea. 
Of  rocks,  and  ftorms— or  anv  thino-— but  me. 

o 

The  raging  ocean,  and  the  winter  wind, 
Touch'd  at  my  pafiion,  with  my  wifhes  join'd, 


No 
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No  image,  but  of  certain  fate,  appear'd, 

Lefs  I  your  abfence,  than  your  danger,   fear'd ; 

In  vain  they  threatened,  and  I  fued  in  vain, 

More  deaf  than  ftorms,  more  cruel  than  the  main; 

No  prayer,  nor  gentle  meflage  could  prevail 

To  wait  a  calmer  fky,  or  fofter  gale  ; 

You  brav'd  the  danger,  and  defpis'd  the  love. 

Nor  death  could  terrify,  nor  pafiion  move. 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 

Of  our  pail  lives,  the  pleafure,  and  the  pain, 
Fix'd  in  my  foul,  for  ever  fhall  remain ; 
Recall  mere  gently  my  unhappy  ftate. 
And  charge  my  crime,  not  on  my  choice,  but  fate ; 
In  mortal  breafl,  fure,  honour  never  wag'd. 
So  dire  a  war,  nor  love  more  fiercely  rag'd: 
You  fav/  my  torment,  and  you  knew  my  heart, 
*Tvvas  infamy  to  flay,  'twas  death  to  part. 

Or  I  a  n  a. 
In  vain  you  'd  cover,  with  the  thirft  of  fame. 
And  honour's  call,  an  odious  traitor's  name: 
Could  honour  fuch  vile  perfidy  approve  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love? 
O  Venus!  parent  of  the  Trojan  race. 
In  Britain  too,  fome  remnants  found  a  place ; 
From  Brute  defcending  in  a  line  dired. 
Within  thefe  veins  thy  favourite  blood  refped  ; 
Mother  of  love,  by  men  and  Gods  rever'd. 
Confirm  thefe  vows,  and  let  this  prayer  be  heard. 
O  4  The 
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The  Briton  to  the  Gaul  henceforth  ihall  bear 

Immortal  hatred,  and  eternal  war  ; 

Nor  league,  nor  commerce,  let  the  nations  know. 

But  feeds  of  everlafting  difcord  grow  ; 

With  fire  and  fword  the  faithlefs  race  purfue. 

This  vengeance  to  my  injur'd  love  is  due : 

Rife  from  our  afhes  fome  avenging  hand. 

To  curb  their  tyrants,  and  invade  their  land  ; 

Waves  fightwith waves,  and  ihores with  fhores  engage. 

And  let  our  fons  inherit  the  fame  rage. 

A  M  A  D  I  s. 
Might  I  be  heard  one  word  in  my  defence—— 

O  R   I   A   N   A. 

No,  not  a  word.    What  fpecious  forc'd  pretence 
Would  you  invent,  to  gild  a  weak  defence? 
To  falfe  ^neas,  when  'twas  given  by  fate 
To  tread  the  paths  of  death,  and  view  the  Stygian  f!ate, 
Forfaken  Dido  was  the  firfl:  that  flood 
To  ftrike  his  eye,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood 
Frefh  from  her  wound :    Pale  horror  and  affright 
Seiz'd  the  falfe  man,  confounded  at  the  fight. 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  fome  faint  words  he  fpoke. 
Some  tears  he  fhed,  which,  with  difdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  fhe  heard,  and  faw,  nor  heeded  more 
Than  the  firm  reck,  when  faithlefs  tempefls  roar. 
With  one  laft  look,  his  falfenefs  flie  upbraids. 
Then  fullenly  retires,  and  feeks  eternal  fhades. 
Lead  me,   O  lead  me  where  the  bleeding  Queen, 
With  jufl  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men, 

Banifh'd 
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Banllh'd  from  joy,  from  empire,  and  from  light, 
In  death  involve  me,  and  in  endlefs  night, 
But  keep — that  odious  objed — from  my  fight. 

[Exit. 
Ejiter  Arcalaus. 

A  R  C  A  L  A  u  s. 
V/ith  her  lall:  words,  Ihe  fign'd  his  dying  breath, 
V. on\ey  him  ilraight  to  tortures,  and  to  death. 

A  M  A  D  I  S. 

Let  me  not  perifh  with  a  traitor's  name. 
Naked,  un-.irm'd,  and  lingle  as  I  am; 
Loofe  this  right  hand  ■    ■ 

Arcalaus. 
Hence  to  lus  fate  the  valiant  boafter  bear. 

[Sinks  under  the  Stage  -joith  hiriu 
For  him,  let  our  Infernal  priells  prepare 
Their  knives,  their  cords,  and  altars— but  for  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flowery  banks,  and  fragrant  bowers, 
Mufic,  and  fongs,  and  all  thofe  melting  powers 
With  v/hich  love  lleals  on  hearts,  and  tunes  the  mind 

To  tendernefs  and  yieldipg 

Superior  charms,  encliant  us  to  be  kind.  [£avV, 

T^he  Aci  concludes  'with  dancing. 


END     OF     THE     SECOND     ACT. 
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Ill 


SCENE 


Arcalaus,  and  Arcabon,  7neeting, 


Ar  calaus. 

TTT'ELCOME  as  after  darknefs  chearful  light, 

^  ^       Or  to  the  weary  wanderer  downy  night: 
Smile,  fmile  my  Arcabon,  for  ever  fmile. 
And  with  thy  gayeft  looks  reward  my  toil. 
That  fallen  air  but  ill  becomes  thee  now, 
Seeft  thou  not  glorious  conquefl  on  my  brow  ? 
Amadis,  Amadis 

Arcabon. 
Dead,  or  in  chains  ?    Be  quick  in  thy  reply. 

Arcalaus. 
He  lives,  my  Arcabon,  but  lives  to  die. 
The  gnawing  vulture,  and  the  refllcfs  wheel, 
Shall  be  delight,  to  what  the  wretch  fhall  feel. 

Arcabon. 
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A  R  CA   B   O  N. 

Goddefs  of  dire  revenge,  Erinnys,  rife. 
With  pleafure  grace  thy  lips,  with  joy,  thy  eyes  ; 
Smile  like  the  Queen  of  Love,  and  ftrip  the  rocks 
Of  pearls  and  gems,  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks ; 
With  chearful  tunes  difguife  thy  hollow  throat. 
And  emulate  the, lark  and  linnet's. note  ; 
Let  Envy's  felf  rejoice,  Defpair  be  gay. 
For  Rage  and  Murder  Ihall  triumph  to-day. 

Arcalaus. 
Arife,  O  Ardan,  from  the  hollow  womb 
Of  earth,  arife,  burft  from  thy  brazen  tomb,. 
Bear  witnefs  to  the  vengeance  we  prepare. 
Rejoice,  and  reft  for  ever  void  of  care. 

A  R  C   A   B  O  K . 

Pluto,  arife,  infernal  king,  releafe 
Thy  tortur'd  llaves>  and  let  the  damn'd  have  peacCj 
But  double  all  their  pains  on  Araadis. 

Ar  calaus. 
Mourn  all  ye  heavens,  above  yon  azure  plain , 
Let  grief  abound,  and  lamentation  reign, 
The  Thunderer  with  tears  bedew  his  fky. 
For  Amsdis,  his  champion  's  doom'd  to  die. 

A  R   C   A   B  o  N. 

Death  be  my  care  ;  for  to  compleat  his  woe, . 
The  flave  fhall  perilli  by  a  woman's  blow ; 

Thus 
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Thus  each  by  turns  lh:Ul  his  dire  vow  fulfil, 
'Twas  thine  to  vanquiih,  and  'tis  mine  to  kill. 

Arcalaus. 
So  look'd  Medea,  when  her  rival  bride. 
Upon  her  nuptiil  day-,  confuming  dy'd: 
O  never  more  let  love  difguife  a  face 
By  rage  adorn'd  with  fuch  triumphant  grace. 

A  R    C   A   B   O   N. 

In  fweet  revenge  inferior  joys  are  loft. 
And  Love  lies  fhipwTeck'd  on  the  ftormy  coaft ; 
Rage  rules  all  other  paffions  in  my  breaft. 
And  fw.llmg  like  a  torrent,  drowns  the  reft. 
Should  this  curs'd  wretch,  whom  noft  my  foul  abhors. 
Prove  the  dear  man,  whom  moft  my  foul  adores. 
Love  fhould  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart, 
TJirough  all  his  charms  I'd  ftab  him  to  the  heart. 

[Exeunt^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE        II. 

Enter    Celius,     Constantius,     Lucius    a 
Roman,  and  a  numerous  Attendance  o/*  Britons, 

King. 

From  contrads  fign'd,  and  articles  agreed. 
With  Britifh  faith  it  fuits  not  to  recede : 
How  may  the  world  interpret  fuch  negleft. 
And  on  her  beauty,  or  her  fame,  refled? 
Roman,  confider  well  what  courle  ycu  run, 
Refolve  to  be  my  prifoner,  or  my  fon. 
If  this  founds  rude,  then  know,  we  Britons  flight 
Thofe  fupple  arts  which  foreigners  delight. 
Nor  Hand  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  riglit. 

{Exit  King  atid  Attendants, 

Lucius. 
Happy  extremity !  now.  Prince,  be  bleft. 
Of  all  you  love,  and  all  you  v/ifn  poffeil: ; 
No  cenfure  you  incur,  conftrain*d  to  choofe, 
PofTell  at  once  of  pleafure,  and  excufe. 

Constantius. 
If  for  myfelf  rJone  I  would  pofTefs, 
'Twere  fenfual  joy,  and  brutal  happinefs. 

When 


} 
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When  moft  we  love,  embracing  r^nd  embraced, 
The  particle  fublime  of  blifs^  is  plac'd 
]n  raptures  that  we  feel  the  ravilh'd  charmer  talle. 
Oriana,  no — though  certain  death  it  be, 
I  '11  keep  my  word — I  '11  die,  or  fet  thee  free. 
Hafte,  Lucius,  haile,  found  loud  our  trumpets,  call 
Our  guard  to  arms,  though  few,  they're  Romans  all. 
Now  tremble,  favage  King,  a  Roman  hand 
Shall  ne'er  be  bound,  that  can  a  fword  command. 

Js  they  go  off,   re-enter  King   C  E  L  i  u  s,    attended 
as  before. 

King. 

Not  to  be  found !   fhe  muft,  Ihe  fhall  be  found  ; 
Difperfe  out  parties,  fearch  our  kingdoms  round; 
Follow  Conllantius,  feize  him,  torture,  kill ; 
Traitor!  what  vengeance  I  can  have,  I  will. 
Well  have  thy  Gods,  O  Rome !  fecur'd  thy  peace. 
Planted  behind  fo  many  lands  and  feas. 
Or  thou  fliculdft  feel  me,  city,  in  thy  fall. 
More  dreadful  than  the  Samnite,  or  the  Gaul. 
But  to  fupply  and  recompenfe  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  guardians  of  our  ifle,  and  grant 
That  vvrath  may  rife,  and  ftrife  immortal  come 
Betwixt  the  Gods  of  Britain,  and  of  Rome. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE       III. 

^he  Scene  changes  to  a  Scene  of  Tombs  and  Dungeons, 
Men  and  I'Fonen  chained  in  Roivs,  oppofite  to  one 
another.  In  the  Front  of  the  Capti-ues,  Floreftan 
tmd  Corifanda.  A  magnificent  Monument  ereded 
to  the  Memory  of  Ardan,  ^vith  this  infcription  in 
large  Letters  of  Gold: 

REVENGE      IS      VOw'd,       REST      QJJIET,       GENTLE 

SHADE, 
THE     LIVING     SHALL     BE     RESTLESS     TILL     'jIS 

HAD. 


A  Guard  of  Damons.     Flainti've  Muflc, 

To  be  fung  by  a  captive  King* 

Look  down,  ye  Powers,  look  down,  ' 

And  call  a  pitying  eye 
Upon  a  monarch's  mifery. 

Look  down,  look  down. 
Avenge,  avenge,  avenge 

Affronted  Majefty. 

I  who 
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I  who  but  now  on  thrones  of  gold. 
Gave  laws  to  kingdoms  uncontroul'd. 

To  empire  born. 

From  empire  torn, 

A  wretched  (lave,. 

A  wretched  ilave, . 

Am  now  of  flaves  the  fcorn. 
Alas !   the  fmiles  of  Fortune  prove 
As  variable  as  womens  love. 

By  a  capti<ve  Lo'ver , 

The  happiefl  mortals  once  were  we, 

I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 

Each  defirous  of  the  blelling. 

Nothing  wanting  but  poffeffing  ; 

I  lav'd  Myra,..  Myra  me. 

The  happiefl  mortals  once  were  we. 

But  fmce  cruel  Fates  diffever. 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever. 
Tortures  end  me,. 
Death  befriend  me : 
Of  all  pains,  the  greatell  pain^. 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 

By  a  capti've  Libertine, 

Plague  us  not  with  idle  llories, 
Vv^hining  loves,  and  fenfclefs  glories  y 

Vol.  XXXVIII.  P  y/h^t 


aio        LANSDOWNE^S    POEMS. 

What  are  lovers,  what  are  kings  ? 
What  at  befl  but  llavifh  things. 

Free  I  iiv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 
No  proud  Beauty  durft  invade  me. 
No  rebellious  ilaves  betray'd  me. 
Free  I  Iiv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 

Each  by  turns,  as  fenfe  infpir'd  me, 
Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  fir'd  me; 
1  alone  have  loft  true  pleafure ; 
Freedom  is  the  only  treafure. 

Chorus  of  Damons, 
Ceafe,  ye  flaves,  your  fruitlefs  grieving. 
No,  no. 
The  Powers  below 
No  pity  know ; 
Ceafe,  ye  flaves,  your  fruitlefs  grieving. 

A  Dance  of  Damons  infulting  the  Prifoners* 


FlORESTAN    to    CORISANDA. 

To  tafte  of  pain,  and  yet  to  gaze  on  thee. 
To  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  ill  agree. 
Well  may  the  brave  contend,  the  wife  contrive. 
In  vain  againfl  their  ftars  the  dellin'd  ftrive. 


CORI 
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CORISANDA. 

So  to  th'  appointed  grove  the  fcather'd  pair 
Fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  fnare, 
Purfuing  love,  and  wing'd  with  amorous  thought, 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught, 
In  the  fame  cage  in  mournful  notes  complain 
Of  the  fame  fate,  and  curfe  perfidious  man, 

A    Captive. 

O  Heavens,  take  pity  of  our  pains. 
Death  is  a  milder  fate  than  chains. 


[^  Floiirijh  of  Injlruments  of  Horror,  Arcabon  de» 
fcends  in  a  Chariot  dra<vcn  through  the  Air  by  Dra- 
gons, guarded  by  infernal  Spirits.  She  alights  and 
comes  for^vardj  armed  nx:ith  a  Dagger  in  her 
Hand.] 

Arcabon. 

Your  vows  have  reach'd  the  Gods,  your  chains 

and  breath 
Have  the  fame  date — — 
Prepare  for  freedom,  for  I  bring  you  death. 
He  who  fo  oft  has  'fcap'd  th'  a/Hiults  of  hell, 
Whom  yet  no  charms  could  bind,  no  force  could 

quell. 
By  whom  fo.  many  bold  enchanters  f^ll. 


! 


I 


P  2  Amadis, 
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Amadis,  Amadis,  this  joyful  day. 
Your  guardian  Deity's  himfelf  cur  prey. 
From  all  their  dungeons  let  our  captives  come. 
Idle  fpedators  of  their  hero's  doom. 

[Fhnrifi  of  loud  Injiruments  of  dinjers  Sorts,  Other 
Dungeons  cpen^  and  difco-ver  mo-^e  Capii-ves.  Ama- 
dis chained  to  an  Altar,  infernal  Priejis  on  each 
Side  of  him  ivith  Kni-ues  up -lifted  ready  for  the 
Sacrifice.  Arcabon  advancing  hafily  to  Jiah  him, 
farts  and  fops.  ] 

A  R  C  A  B  O  N. 
Thou  dy'il — What  ftrange  and  what  refiftlefs  charm. 
With  fecret  force,  arrefts  my  lifted  arm? 
What  art  thou,  who  with  more  than  m.agic  art. 
Deft  make  my  hand  unfaithful  to  my  heart? 

A  M   A  D  I  s. 

One,  who  difdaining  mercy,  fues  to  die; 
J  afk  not  life,  for  life  were  cruelty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  fearch  the  world  around, 
A  more  unhappy  never  can  be  found ; 
Let  loofe  thy  rage,  like  an  avenging  God, 
Fain  would  my  foul  encumber'd,  cail  her  load. 

Arcabon.     ]^Afide.^ 
In  every  line  and  feature  of  that  face. 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  foul  I  trace : 
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My  brother!   had  my  fatiier  too  been  flain, 
The  blood  of  my  whole  race  fhould  plead  in  vain. 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  weakly  move, 
The  ftrongell:  tie  of  nature,  is  in  love. 

A  M  A  D   I  s. 

O  Floreftan  !   I  fee  thofe  chains  with  fhame. 
Which  I  could  not  prevent — O  flain  to  Fame ! 
O  Honour  loft  for  ever!  Thefeus  fell, 
Eut  Hercules  remain'd  unconquer'd  ftill. 
And  freed  his  friend '-What  man  could  do — I  did. 
Nor  was  I  overpower'd,  but  betray'd. 
O  my  lov'd  friend  I  with  better  grace  we  flood 
In  arms  repelling  death,  wading  in  blood 
To  victories  ;  the  manly  limb  tliat  trod 
Firm  and  eredl,  beneath  a  treble  load 
Of  ponderous  mail,  thefe  fhameful  bonds  difdains. 
And  fmks  beneath  th' inglorious  weight  of  chains. 

Florestan. 

Where  fhall  the  brave  and  good  for  refuge  run. 
When  to  be  virtuous,  is  to  be  undone? 

A  R  c  A  B  o  N. 

He  fpoke — and  every  accent -to  my  heart 
<jave  a  frefh  wound,  and  was  another  dart : 
He  weeps !   but  reddening  at  the  tears  that  fall, 
Is  it  for  thefe?    Be  quick,  and  free  them  all. 
Let  every  captive  be  releas'd  from  chains; 
How  is  it  that  I  love,  if  he  complains? 

P  3  Hence 
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Hence  every  grief,  and  every  anxious  care. 
Mix  with  the  feas  and  winds,  breed  tempefts  there  : 
Strike  all  your  firings,  to  joyful  meafures  move. 
And  every  voice  found  Liberty  and  Love. 

\Flourifp  of  all  the  Mujic  ;  the  Chahis  at  once  fall  off 
from  all  the  Capti-oes,  Arcabon  frees  Amadis 
herfelf'\ 

Chorus  of  all  the  Capti-ves. 
Liberty!  Liberty! 

A  fingle  Voice, 

Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cry. 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die  ; 
Trumpets  founding,  banners  flying. 
Braving  tyrants,  chains  defying. 
Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cry? 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die  ; 
Liberty!  Liberty! 

Chorus  repeat i 
Liberty!  Liberty! 

Another  fingle  Voice. 

Happy  ifle,  all  joys  pcfTeffing, 

Clime  refembling  heaven  above. 
Freedom  'tis  that  crowns  thy  blefling, 

Land  of  Liberty  and  Love  ! 
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When  thy  nymphs,  to  cure  complaining. 

Set  themfelves  and  lovers  free. 
In  the  blefling  of  obtaining. 

Ah !  how  fweet  is  Liberty ! 

Dance  of  Captives ^  exprejjing  'Joy  for  hiherty. 

[Arcabon  ha^big  freed  Amadis,  they  come  fornvard 
together ;  the  reft  ftanding  in  Roixis  on  each  Side  of 
the  Theatre,  bonving  as  they  advance.^  , 

Arcabon. 
When  rage,  like  mine,  makes  fuch  a  fudden  paure> 
Methinks  'twere  eafy  to  divine  the  caufe : 
The  dullell  warrior,  in  a  lady's  face. 
The  fecret  meaning  of  a  blufli  may  trace, 
When  {hort-breath'd  fighs,  and  catching  glances,  fent 
From  dying  eyes,  reveal  the  kind  intent. 
Let  glory  fhare,  but  not  poffefs  you  whole. 
Love  is  the  darling  tranfport  of  the  foul. 

Amadis. 
The  Lords  of  Fate,  who  all  our  lots  decree. 
Have  deftin'd  Fame,  no  other  chance  for  me  ; 
My  fuUen  ftars  in  that  rough  circle  move ; 
The  happy  only  are  referv'd  for  love, 

Arcabon. 
The  ftars  which  you  reproach,  my  art  can  force, 
I  can  dired  them  to  a  kinder  courfe : 

P  4  Trua 
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Truil  to  my  charrrs,  the  prefent  time  improve, 
Seled  and  precious  are  the  hours  of  love. 
Unguarded  fee  the  virgin  treafure  ftand. 
Glad  of  the  thefr,  to  court  the  robber's  hand ; 
Honour,  his  wonted  watch  no  longer  keeps, 
•  Seize  quickly,  loldier,  while  the  dragon  fleeps, 

A  M  A  D  I   s. 

Enchanting  are  your  looks,  Icfs  magic  lies 
In  your  myllerious  art,  than  in  your  eyes  ; 
Such  .melting  language  claims  a  foft  return. 
Pity  the  hopelefs  flames  in  which  I  burn ; 
Faft  bound  already,  and  not  free  to  choofe, 
I  prize  the  bleffing  fated  to  refufe. 

A  R  c  A  B  o  N.       [JJt^e.] 
Thofe  formal  lovers  be  for  ever  curfl, 
■Who  fetter'd  free-born  love  with  honour  firll. 
Who  through  fantaftic  laws  are  virtue's  fools. 
And  againfl  nature  will  be  flaves  to  rules. 
[To  /jJm.]    Your  captive  friends  have  freedom  from 

this  hour. 
Rejoice  for  them,  but  for  thyfelf  much  more: 
Sublimer  bleflings  are  referv'd  for  thee. 
Whom  love  invites  to  be  polTefs'd  of  me. 
The  Ihipwreck'd  Greeks  caft  on  ^2ea's  fhore. 
With  trembling  fteps  the  dubious  coafl  explore. 
Who  firft  arrive,  in  vain  for  pity  plead, 
Transform'd  to  bealls,  a  vile  and  monflrous  breed ; 

But 
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But  when  UlyiTes  with  fuperior  mien 
ApproachM  the  thronewhere  fat  th'enchantrefs  Queen, 
Pleas'd  with  a  prefence  that  invades  her  charms. 
She  takes  the  bold  advent'rer  in  her  arms, 
Up  to  her  bed  (he  leads  the  conqu'ror  on. 
Where  he  enjoys  the  daughter  of  the  fun. 

[She  leads  Amadis  out.  Floreftan  and  Corifanda, 
and  the  releafed  Capti'ves  only  remain.  Florelian 
and  Corifanda  run  into  each  0 therms  Arms.\ 

Flor  estan. 
In  this  enchanting  circle  let  me  be. 
For  ever  and  for  ever  bound  with  thee, 

CORISANDA. 

Soul  of  my  foul,  and  charmer  of  my  heart. 
From  thefe  embraces  let  us  never  part. 

Florestan. 
Never,  O  never — in  fome  fafe  retreat. 
Far  from  the  noife  and  tumults  of  the  great. 
Secure  and  happy  on  each  other's  breaft, 
Within  each  other's  arms  we'll  ever  reft; 
Thofe  eyes  ihall  make  my  days  ferene  and  bright, 
Thefe  arms,  thus  circling  round  me,  blefs  the  night. 

[Exeunt  Flor,  and  Cor. 

\The  remaining  Capti-ves  exprefs  their  "Joy  for  Liberty 
hy  Jinging  and  dancing. ^ 

Chorus 
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Chorus  of  all  the  Captives  together. 

To  Fortune  give  immortal  praife, 
Fortune  depofes,  and  can  raife  ; 
Fortune  the  captives  chains  does  break. 
And  brings  defpairing  exiles  back  ; 
However  low  this  hour  we  fall. 
One  lucky  moment  may  mend  all. 

The  ASi  concludes  'with  Variety  of  Dances, 


END      OF      THE      THIRD      ACT, 


A  C  T 
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ACT  IV. 

o 

SCENE       I. 

ARC  A  BON   and    A  R  C  A  L  A  U  S. 

Arcalaus. 
r\  F  women  tyrants  'tis  the  common  doom. 

Each  haughtily  fets  out  in  beauty's  bloom. 
Till  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  paft. 
You  turn  abandon'd  proftitutes  at  laft. 

A  R  c  A  B  o  X. 

Who  hate  declares,  is  fure  of  hate  again  ; 
Rage  begets  rage,  difdain  provokes  difdain : 
Why,  why,  alas !  (hould  love  lefs  mutual  prove  I 
Why  is  not  love  return'd  with  equal  love  ? 

Arcalaus. 
Bleflings  when  cheap,  or  certain,  we  defpife  ; 
From  fure  pofTeffion  what  defire  can  rife  ? 
Love,  like  ambition,  dies  as  'tis  enjoy 'd. 
By  doubt  provok'd,  by  certainty  dellroy'd. 

Arcabon. 
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A  R   C   A   B   O  K. 

To  govern  love,  alas!  what  woman  can? 

Yet  'tis  an  eafy  province  for  a  man. 

Why  am  I  then  of  hope  abandon'd  quite?    ^ 

There  is  a  cure—I  'd  afk  it— if  I  might. 

Forgive  me,  brother,  if  I  pry  too  far, 
-I've  learnt  my  rival  is  your  pris'ner  herej 
Jf  that  be  true. 

A  R  c  A  L  A  u  s. 
What  thence  would  you  infer  ?       [ Surlily, 


A  R  C  A  B  o  N. 

What  but  her  death — When  Amadis  is  free 
;From  hopes  of  her — there  may  be  hope  for  me. 

Arcalaus. 
Thou  cloud  to  his  bright  Juno — Fool — fhall  he 
Who  has  lov'd  her,  ever  defcend  to  thee? 

A  R  C  A  B  O  N. 

Much  vainer  fool   art   thou— —where   are   thofe 
charms 
That  are  to  tempt  a  Princefs  to  thy  arms? 
Thou  Vulcan  to  Oriana's  Mars 

Arcalaus. 

— — — . But  yet 

This  Vulcan  has  that  Mars  within  his  net. 

Your 
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Your  counfel  comes  too  late,  for  *tis  decreed. 
To  make  the  woman  fure,  the  man  fnaii  bleed. 

\_Exit  furlilyt 


\ 


A  R   C   A   B  O  N. 

Firft  perifli  thou ;  earth,  air,  and  Tea.?,  and  fky. 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chaos  lie. 
And  every  other  living  creature  die. 
I  burn,  I  burn ;  the  itorm  that 's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  fires  provok'd  by  wind : 
Love  and  refentment,  wifhes  and  difdain. 
Blow  all  at  once,  like  v/inds  that  plough  the  main. 
Furies  !   Aleclol  aid  my  jufl  deiign: 
But  if,  averfe  to  mercy,  you  decline 
The  pious  talk,  affiil:  me.  Powers  divine  ; 
Juft  Gods,  and  thou  their  king,  imperial  Jove, 
Strike  whom  you  pleafe,  but  fave  the  man  I  love. 

[Exit 


SCENE 
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SCENE        II. 

{T'i'^  Scene  xhanges  to  the  Reprefentation  of  a  fine 
Garden  ;  Oriana  fitting  penfi'vely  in  a  pleafant 
BoHAjer  tonxjards  the  Io-iver  End  of  the  Scene.  Soft 
Mufic  playing.  Arcalaus  enters y  addrejjing  himfelf 
refpeSlfully  to  her,  Jhe  rifes ;  they  ad-vance  fo^vly 
towards  the  Front  of  the  Stagey  feeming  in  mute 
Difcourfe,  till  the  Mufic  ceafes.  ] 

Arcalaus    and   Oriana. 

Arcalaus. 
Of  freedom  loft,  unjuftly  you  complain. 
Born  to  command,  where-e'er  you  come  you  reign  ; 
No  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bind. 
And  not  a  prifon,  but  an  empire  find. 

Oriana. 
Death  I  expedl,  and  I  defire  it  too, 
'Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wifti'd  from  you. 
To  die,  is  to  be  free :    Oh  let  me  find 
A  fpeedy  death — that  freedom  would  be  kind. 

Arcalaus. 

Too  cruel  to  fufped  fuch  ufage  meant. 
Here  is  no  death,  but  what  your  eyes  prefent : 
O  may  they  reign,  thofe  arbiters  of  fate. 

Immortal,  as  the  loves  which  they  create. 

We 
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We  know  the  caufe  of  this  prepollerous  grief. 

And  we  Ihould  pity,  were  there  no  relief: 

One  lover  loft,  have  you  not  millions  more  ? 

Can  you  complain  of  want,  whom  all  adore  ? 

All  hearts  are  yours ;  even  mine,  that  fierce  and  free 

Ranging  at  large,  difdain'd  captivity. 

Caught  by  your  charms,  the  favage  trembling  lies. 

And  proftrate  in  his  chain,  for  mercy  dies. 

O    R   I    A   N    A. 

Refpefl  is  limited  to  power  alone. 
Beauty  diftrefs'd,  like  kings  from  empire  thrown, 

Each  Infolent  invades 

How  art  thou  chang'dl  ah,  wretched  Princefs  !  now. 
When  every  flave  that  loves,  dares  tell  thee  fo  ? 

Arcalaus. 

If  I  do  love,  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes. 
Blame  them  who  wound,  and  not  your  (lave  who  dies : 
If  we  may  love,  then  fure  we  may  declare; 
If  we  may  not,  ah !  why  are  you  fo  fair? 
Who  can  unmov'd  behold  that  heavenly  face, 
Thofe  radiant  eyes,  and  that  refilllefs  grace? 

O  R    I  A   N  A. 

Pluck  out  thefc  eyes,  revenge  thee  on  my  face. 
Tear  off  my  cheeks,  and  root  up  every  grace. 
Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  inftantly. 
Thus  may 'ft  thou  free  thyfelf  at  once,  and  me. 

Arcalaus. 
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Arcalaus. 

Such  ftrange  commands  'twere  impious  to  obey, 
I  would  revenge  myfelf  a  gentler  way. 

\_OJering  to  take  her  hand,  Jhe  fnatches  it  ant: ay 
difdainfully . 

O  R   I    A   N   A. 

Some  whirlwind  bear  me  frqm  this  odious  place. 
Earth  open  wide,  and  bury  my  difgrace  ; 
Save  me,  ye  Powers,  from  violence  and  fhame, 
Affift  my  virtue,  and  protect  my  fame. 

Arc  a-l  a  u  s.      {^Afide.'X 

Love,  with  fubmiflion,  iirfl  begins  in  courfe, . 
But  when  that  fails,  a  fare  referve  is  force : 
The  niceft  dames  who  our  embraces  fhun. 
Wait  only  a  pretence — and  force  is  one  : 
She  who  through  frailty  yields,  difhonour  gains. 
But  fhe  that's  forc'd,  her  innocence  retains: 
Debtors  and  flaves  for  favours  they  bellow. 
Invading,  we  are  free,  and  nothing  owe. 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitude  conftrain. 
But  as  we  like,  we  leave — or  come  again. 

It  Ihall  be  fo. 

\To  her.']  Since  fofter  arguments  have  prov'd  fo  vain. 
Force  is  the  laft,  refifc  it  if  you  can. 

[He/eizes  her,  Jhe  breaks  from  htm, 

Oriana. 
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O  R   I    A   N  A. 

Help— help — ye  Gods ! 

Arcalaus. 
Who  with  fuch  courage  can  refifl:  defire. 
With  what  a  rage  fhe'U  love  when  raptures  fire! 
Behold  in  chains  your  vanquifh'd  minion  lies. 
And  if  for  nothing  but  this  fcorn,  he  dies, 

[Amadis  difco'vered  in  Chains »  Arcalaus  adnjancing 
to  Jlab  him,  Arcabon  enters  in  the  hijlant  and  offers 
tojiab  Oriana.] 

Arcabon. 
Strike  boldly,  murd'rer,  ftrike  him  to  the  ground. 
While  thus  my  dagger  anfwers  every  wound. 
By  what  new  magic  is  thy  vengeance  charm'd  ? 
Trembles  thy  hand  before  a  man  unarm'd? 

Oriana. 

Strike,  my  deliverer,  *tis  a  friendly  ftroke, 
I  fhun  thee  not,  but  rather  v/ould  provoke : 
Death  to  the  wretched  is  an  end  of  care. 
But  yet,  methinks,  he  might  that  vidim  fpare. 

[Pointing  to  Amadi^. 
Vol.  XXXVIII.  Q^  Amadis. 
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A  M   A  D   I   S. 

Burll,  burft  thefe  chains,  juft  Gods  can  you  look, 
down. 
On  fuch  diftrefs,  like  idle  lookers-on  ? 
My  foul,  till  now,  no  dangers  could  affright. 
But  trembles  like  a  coward's,  at  this  fight. 

A  R   GABON. 

So  paffionatel  but  I'll  revenge  it  here 


Arcalaus. 
Hold,  Fury — or  I  ftrike  as  home — forbear.—— 

[Arcabon  offering  to  (lab  Oriana,   Arcalaus  does  the 
Jams  to  Amadis  ;   both  ^joith-hold  their  Blo^ojJ\ 

[Trumpets^  Kettle- drums y  and  nvarlike  Injiruments  of 
all  Kindsy  refound  from  all  Parts  of  the  Theatre. 
Urganda  eyiters  hafiily  <vjith  a  numerous  Train, 
Arcalaus  and  Arcabon  furprizedy  retire  to  the  cppO" 
fje  Side  of  the  Stage-I 


Urganda, 
To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  fpirits  of  the  air. 
Ye  guardians  of  the  brave,  and  of  the  fair. 
Leave  your  bright  manfions,  and  in  arms  appear 


] 


{Warlike 
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[^PFarlike  Mujic  founds  a  Charge  ;  Spirits  defcend  in 
Clouds  ;  fo7ne  continue  in  the  Air  playing  upon  In- 

firuments  of  War,  others  remain  ranged  in  Order  of 
Battle  \  other s  defcend  upon  the  Stage ^  ranging  them' 

felves  by  Arnadis,  ivhom  Urgandayvr*?^,  giving  hint 
a  Sivord.     Oriana  lih-rvife  is  freed.] 

A  R   C    A   B  O   N, 

Fly  quick,  ye  dsemons,  from  your  black  abodes. 
And  try  another  combat  with  the  Gods  ; 
Blue  fires,  and  peftilential  fumes  arife, 
And  flaming  fountains  fpout  againft  the  fkies ; 
From  their  broad  roots  thefe  oaks  and  cedars  tear. 
Burn  like  my  love,  and  rage  like  my  defpair. 

[Trumpets  found  on  ArcabonV  Side^  ixjhich  are  an- 
f-Mered  on  Urganda'j.  The  Gro^e  appears  in  an 
Injlajit  all  in  a  Flame  ;  Fountains  fro7n  beloiv  caji 
up  Fire  as  in  Spouts  ;  a  Rain  of  Fire  from  abo^ve  ; 
the  Sky  darkened  y  DcS7nons  range  themfelues  on  the 
Stage  by  Arcalaus  and  Arcabcn ;  other  Damons 
face  Urganda  ;  Spirits  in  the  Air ;  martial  Injlru- 
?nents  founding  from  all  Parts  of  the  Theatre  ;  Ar- 
calaus ad-jances  before  his  Party y  nxith  his  Sxvord 
dranxin,  to  Amadis.] 

Arcalaus. 

Let  Heaven  and  Hell  rtand  neuter,  while  we  try. 
On  equal  terms,  which  of  us  two  Ihall  die. 

Q_2  [Arcalaus 
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[ArcaLius  ^«^  Amadis  engage  at  the  Heaa  of  their 
Parties  ;  a  Fight  at  the  fame  Time  in  the  Air^  and 
npon  the  Stage  ;  all  Sorts  of  loud  Infruments  foufid' 
ing  ;  Arcalaus  falls  ;  the  Daemons,  Jome  fly  an.vay 
through  the  Air,  others  Jink  under  Grcund,  njjith 
horrible  Cries.'\ 

U  R   G  A  N   D   A  . 

Sound  tunes  of  triumph,  all  ye  winds,  and  bear 
Your  notes  aloft,  that  heaven  and  earth  may  hear; 
And  thou,  O  Sun  !   ihine  out  ferene  and  gay, 
A.nd  bright,  as  when  the  giants  loft  the  day. 

SJTunes  of  Triumph  y  the  Sky  clears-,  the  Groove  returns 
to  its  fir fl  Prcfpeci.  A  large  Ball  of  Fire  reprefent^ 
hig  the  Figure  of  the  Sun  defcends  gradually  to  the 
Stage ;  Amadis  approaching  Oriana  refpeStfuUy  ; 
Arzdhon  flands  fuUen  and  obfer-ving.'] 


A  M   A   D   IS.  \To     O  R   I   A   N   A.J 

V/hile  Amadis  Oriana's  love  poffeft. 
Secure  of  empire  in  that. beauteous  breail, 
Not  Jove,  the  king  of  Gods,  like  Amadis  was  bleft. 


Oriana. 
While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  true, 
Nor  wandering  flames  to  diftant  climates  dre\ 
No  heaven,  butonly  love,  the  pleas'd  Oriana  knew. 

Amadis< 


;w,      I 
^new.  J 
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A   M   A   D   I   S. 

That  heaven  of  love,  alas!  is  mine  no  more. 
Braving  thofe  Powers  by  whom  fhe  falfely  fvvore ; 
She  to  Conftantius  would  thofe  charms  refign. 
If  oaths  could  bind,  that  fhould  be  only  mine. 

O  R   I   A   N   A. 

With  a  feign'd  falfehood  you  'd  evade  your  part 
Gf  guilt,  and  tax  a  tender  faithful  heart: 
While  by  fuch  ways  you  'd  hide  a  confcious  flame^ 
The-.only  virtue  you  have  left,  is  fhame. 

[Turning  difdainfully  fro7n  him, 

A  M  A  D  I  s.      [Approaching  tenderly. '\ 
But  fhould  this  injur 'd  valTal  you  fufpeft 
Prove  true— Ah!  what  return  might  he  expeft? 

Or  I  a  n  a.       [Returning   to   him  ^th  an  air  of" 
tender  nefs.'l 

Though  brave  Conftantius  charms  with  every  art;, 
That  can  entice  a  tender  virgin's  heart. 
Whether  he  fhines  for  glory,  or  delight, 
To  tempt  ambition,  or  enchant  the  fight. 
Were  Amadis  reftor'd  to  my  efteem, . 
I  would  reject  a  Deity — for  him. 

Amadis. 
Though  falfe  as  watery  bubbles  blown  by  wind, 
Fixt  in  my  foul,  and  rooted  in  my  mind, 
I  love  Oriana,  faithlefs  and  unkind. 

Q.3  O  were 
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O  were  flie  !-.iid,  and  faithful,  as  fhe 's  fair! 
For  her  alone  I  'd  live and  die  for  her. 

U  R    G    A  N    D    A. 

Adjourn  thefe  murmurs  of  returning  love, 
And  from  this  fcene  of  rage  and  fate  remove. 

[To     A  R  C  A  B  o  N.] 

Thy  empire,  Arcabon,  concludes  this  hour. 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  flagitious  power : 
Spar'd  be  thy  life,  that  thou  may 'ft  living  bear 
The  torments  of  the  damn'd  in  thy  defpair. 

[To  Oriana   ati^  Amadis.] 
Where  zephyrs  only  breathe  in  myrtle  groves. 
There  will  T  lead  you  to  debate  your  loves. 

[  T/^e  Machine  repre/enting  the  Figure  of  the  Sun  opens^ 
and  appears  to  he  a  Chariot  refulgent  njcith  Rays, 
magnificently  gilt  and  adorned,  nvith  convenient  Seats, 
to  nvhich  Urganda  conduds  Oriana  ;  Amadis  fol- 
loxmng,  ArZahOTiJlops  him  by  the  Role.] 


Arcabon. 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS,  231 

A  R.   C    A    E   O   N. 

What,  not  one  look  ?  not  one  diiTembling  fmile. 
To  thank  me  for  your  life  ?  or  to  beguile 
Defpair  ?    Cold  and  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 
Hence  from  my  fight  for  ever,  and  my  heart. 

[^Letting  go  her  hold  vjith  an  air  of  contempt. 

Back,  foldier,  to  the  camp,  thy  proper  fpherc. 
Stick  to  thy  trade,  dull  hero,  follow  war  j 

Ufelefs  to  women thou  mere  image,  meant 

To  raife  defire — and  then  to  difappoint. 

[Amadis  takes  his  Place  /;/ Urganda'j  Chariot,  <^vhich 
r'lfes  gradually  in  the  Air,  not  quite  dijappearinv  till 
the  Clofe  of  Arcabon'j  Speech.  ] 

So  ready  to  be  gone— —Barbarian,  flay. 

He  's  gone,  and  love  returns,  and  pride  gives  way. 

0  ftay,  come  back Horror  and  Hell !  I  burn ! 

1  rage!  I  rave!  I  die  ! Return,  return' 

Eternal  racks  my  tortur'd  bofom  tear. 
Vultures  with  endlefs  pangs  are  gnawing  there; 

Fury  1  Diftradion 1  am  all  defpair. 

Burning  with  love,  may'll  thou  ne'er  aim  at  blifs. 
But  thunder  Ihake  thy  limbs,  and  lightening  blail 

thy  ki fs ; 


■\ 


0^4  While 
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While  pale,  aghaft,  a  fpeftre  I  (land  by, 
Pleas'd  at  the  terfors  that  diftraft  thy  joy! 
Plague  of  my  life  I  thy  impotence  fhall  be 
A  curfe  to  her,  worfe  than  thy  fcorn  to  me. 


CHORUS. 


[Ex4t, 


Firft  Voice. 

The  battle  *s  done^ 
Our  wars  are  over, 

The  battle 's  done. 

Let  laurels  crown 
Whom  rugged  fleel  did  cover. 

Second  Voice. 

Let  myrtles  too 

Bring  peace  for  ever. 

Let  myrtles  too 

Adorn  the  brow. 

That  bent  beneath  the  warlike  beaver. 

A  full  Chorus  of  all  the  Voices  and  Injlrumenti. 

Let  trumpets  and  tymbals. 

Let  Atabals  and  cymbals. 

Let  drums  and  hautboys  give  over ; 
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But  let  flutes. 

And  let  lutes 

Our  paffions  excite 

To  gentler  delight. 

And  every  Mars  be  a  lover. 

Dances,  ivith  nvhich  the  Ati  conclude:. 


END     OF     THE     FOURTH     ACT* 


I 
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ACT  V, 


SCENE       I. 


Scene,  Urganda's  enchanted  Palace. 

7'be  Scenes  are  adorned  and  dinjerfijled'ivith  the  fe<veral 
Reprejhitations  cf  the  Adventures  and  Exploits  of 
Heroes  and  Heroines :  A  large  Piece  facing  the 
Frcnfy  reprefenting  their  Apotheolis,  or  Reception 
among  the  Gods, 

A  MAD  IS    and  O  R I  A  N  A. 

O  R.  I   A   N    A. 

T  N  my  efteem  he  well  deferves  a  part, 

-"-    He  fhares  my  praiie,  but  you  have  all  my  heart : 

When  equal  virtues  in  the  fcales  are  try'd. 

And  juftice  againft  neither  can  decide  ; 

When  judgment,  thus  perplex'd,  fufpends  the  choice. 

Fancy  muft  fpeak,  and  give  the  calling  voice: 

Much  to  his  love,  much  to  his  merit's  due, 

But  powerrul  inclination  was  for  you. 

Amadis. 
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A  M   A    D   I   S. 

Thou  haft  no  equal,  a  fuperior  ray 
Unrival'd  as  the  light  that  rules  the  day. 
Should  Fame  folicit  me  with  all  her  charms^ 
Not  blooming  laurels  nor  viftorious  arms 
Should  purchafe  but  a  grain  of  the  delight,, 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  night. 

O  R    I   A    N  A. 

Wrong  not  my  virtue,  to  fuppofe  that  I 
Can  grant  to  love,  what  duty  muft  deny  ; 
A  father's  will  is  wanting,  and  my  breaft 
Is  rul'd  by  glory,  though  by  love  pofTeft: 
Rather  than  be  another's,  I  would  die ; 
Nor  can  be  yours,  till  duty  (hall  comply. 

A  M   A   D    I    5. 

Hard  rules,  which  thus  the  nobleft  loves  engage. 
To  wait  the  peevifh  humours  of  old  age! 
Think  not  the  lawfulnefs  of  love  confilis 
In  parents  wills,  or  in  the  forms  of  priefts ; 
Such  are  but  licens'd  rapes,  which  vengeance  draw 
From  Heav'n,  howe'er  approv'd  by  human  law. 
Marriage  the  happiefl  bond  of  love  might  be. 
If  hands  were  only  join'd,  v.'hen  hearts  agree. 


Enter 
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£/i/tr  UrG  AN  D  A,    CORISANDA,    F  LOR  EST  AS  ,    a»d 

Attendants  to  U  r  g  a  n  d  a  . 

U  R   G   A   N    D   A. 

Here  faithful  lovers  to  fure  joys  remove. 
The  foft  retreat  of  glory  and  of  love. 
By  fate  prepar'U,  to  crown  the  happy  hours 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  famous  conquerors 
Here,  gallant  Prince,  let  all  your  labours  end 
Before,  I  gave  a  Miftrefs  ;  now,  a  friend  ; 
The  greateil:  bleflings  which  the  Gods  can  fend. 

\Trefenting  Floreftan. 


:j 


A  M   A  D   I  S . 

O  Floreftan!  there  was  but  thus  to  meet. 
Thus  to  embrace,  to  make  my  joys  compleat ; 
The  fight  of  thee  does  fuch  vaft  tranfports  breed. 
As  fcarce  the  extafies  of  love  exceed. 

Florestan. 
If  beyond  love  or  glory  is  a  tafte 
Of  pleafure,  it  is  fure  in  friendlhip  plac'd. 

Or  1  A  n  a. 
My  Corifanda  too  I  [Embracing  her. 

Not  Floreftan  could  fly  with  greater  hafte 
To  take  thee  in  his  arms — O  welcome  to  my  breaft, 
A:,  to  thy  lovw-r's 

CORI- 
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CORISANDA. 

. •    ■  O  joy  compleat ! 

Bleft  day ! 

Wherein  i'o  many  friends  and  lovers  meet. 

Florestan. 

The  ftorm  blown  over,  fo  the  wanton  doves 
Sh:ike  from  their  plumes  the  rain,  and  feek  the 

groves, 
Pair  iheir  glad  mates,  and  cooe  eternal  loves 


1 


A   M    A    D   I  S. 

O  Floreftan  !  blefl  as  thou  doll  deferve. 
To  thee  the  Fates  are  kind,   without  referve. 
l^.Iy  joys  are  not  (o  full  ;  though  Love  would  yield. 
Fierce  Honour  lianas  his  ground,  and  keeps  the  field' 
Nature  within  feduc'd,  in  vain  befriends. 
While  Honour,  with  his  guard  of  pride,  defends : 
O  Nature !   frail,  and  fauky  in  thy  frame. 
Fomenting  wiilies,  Honour  muH  condemn  ; 
Or  O !  too  rigid  Honour,  thus  to  bind. 
When  Nature  prompts,  and  when  Delire  is  kind. 

£/ifer  Arc  A  RON  conducllng  Const  an  Ti  us,  her 
Garments  looj'e,  and  hair  d^fhe^elled,  Jceming 
frantic.      Co  n  s t  a  n  t  i  u  s  in  deep  Mourning . 

A  R  c  a  B  o  N . 
This,  Roman,  is  the  place:    'Tis  magic  ground. 
Hid  by  enchantment,  by  enchantment  found. 

Behold 
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Behold  them  at  our  view  diffolve  in  fear^ 
Two  armies,  are  two  lovers  in  defpair  ; 
Proceed,  be  bold,  and  fcorning  to  entreat. 
Think  all  her  flrugglings  feignM,  her  cries  deceit! 
Kill  him,  and  ravilh  her — for  (o  would  I, 
V/ere  I  a  man — or  rather  let  both  die. 

The  rape  may  pleafe 

Each  was  difdain'd  ;  to  equal  rage  refign 
Thy  heart,  and  let  it  burn  and  blaze  like  mine, 
'Tis  fweet  to  love,  but  when  with  fcorn  we  meet, 
R.evenge  fupplies  the  lofs  with  joys  as  great. 

[J  Chariot  defcena^  fi^viftlyi  into  ivhich  Jhe  enters  ai 
the  follov^ing  Lines  ] 

Up  to  th'  etherial  heavens,  where  Gods  reiide, 
Lo  I   thus  1  fiy,   to  thunder  on  thy  fide. 

\^A  Clap  of  Thunder .     The  Chariot  mounts  in  the  Air^ 
and  '-oanijhes  <z>jith  her.  ] 

C  0  N  S  T  A  N  T  I  U  S. 

Fly  where  thou  wilt,  but  not  to  blefl  abodes. 
For  fure,  where-e'er  thou  art,  there  are  no  Gods. 

[AddreJ/ifig  hi mf elf  to  Oriana.] 

I  come  not  here  an  objeft  to  affright. 
Or  to  moleft,  but  add  to  your  delight. 
Behold  a  Prince  expiring  in  your  view, 
Whofe  life  *s  a  burthen  to  himfelf,  and  you. 

Fate 
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Fate  and  the  King  all  other  means  deny- 
To  fet  you  free,  but  that  Conftantius  die. 
A  Roman  arm  had  play'd  a  Roman  part, 
But  'tis  prevented  by  my  breaking  heart ; 
I  thank  ye,  Gods,  nor  think  my  doom  fevere, 
Refigning  life,  on  any  terms,  for  her. 

U  K   G  A  N  D  A. 

What  cruel  deftiny  on  Beauty  waits. 
When  on  one  face  depends  fo  many  fates  1 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Make  room,  ye  Decii,  whofe  devoted  breath 
Secur'd  your  country's  happinefs  by  death ; 
I  come  a  facrifice  no  lefs  renown 'd. 
The  caufe  as  glorious,  and  as  fure  the  wound. 
O  Love !  with  all  thy  fweets  let  her  be  bleft. 
Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beauteous  breaft. 
Though  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  force,  *) 
Have  fcorch*d  my  joys,  and  in  their  baneful  courfe  > 
Withered  each  plant,  and  dry'd  up  every  fource ;  J 
Ah  I  to  Oriana  fhine  lefs  fatal  bright, 
Cherifh  her  heart,  and  nouriih  her  delight, 
Rellrain  each  cruel  influence  that  dellroys, 
Blefs  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  her  joys. 


[Oriana 
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[Oriana  njoeeps^  and Jhenvs  co7icerrt'y  Amadis  addrejjing 
himfelf  to  Conliantius .  ] 

Amadis. 
Were  Fortune  us*d  to  fmile  upon  defert. 
Love  had  been  yours,  to  die  had  been  my  part: 
Thus  Fate  divides  the  prize;  though  Beauty's  mine,- 
Yet  Fame,  our  other  miftrefs,  is  more  thine. 

[Conftantius  looking  Jiernly  upon  him, 
Difdain  not,  gallant  Prince,  a  rival's  praife, 
Whom  your  high  worth  thus  humbles  to  confefs 
In  every  thing  but  love,  he  merits  lefs. 


\ 


V^ONSTANTIUS, 

Art  thou  that  rival  then?  O  killing  fhame ! 
And  has  he  view'd  me  thus,  fo  weak,  fo  tame? 
Like  a  fcorn'd  captive  prollrate  at  his  fide. 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  'tis  too  much!   and  Nature  in  difdain 
Turns  back  from  death,  and  firing  every  vein. 
Reddens  with  rage,  and  kindles  life  again. 
Be  firm,  my  foul,  quick  from  this  fcene  remove. 
Or  madnefs  elfe  may  be  too  ftrong  for  love. 
Spent  as  I  am,  and  wearied  with  the  weight , 
Of  burthening  life — I  could  reverfe  my  fate. 
Thus  planted — Hand  thy  everlalling  bar 

\_S'eizes  him,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  breajl ;   Ama- 
dis does  the  fame,  each  holding  a  dagger  ready  to 
jirike. 
But  for  Oriana's  fake  'tis  better  here* 
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\_Stais  himfelf\  Amadis  tbroivs  anjoay  his  dagger ^  and 
fupports  him  :  ihey  all  help .  ] 

O  R  I  A  N  A. 

Live,  generous  Prince,  fuch  virtue  ne'er  ihould  die. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

I  Ve  liv'd  enough,  of  all  I  wifh,  pofleft. 
If  dying — I  may  leave  Oriana  bleft. 
The  lafl:  warm  drop  forfakes  my  bleeding  heart ; 
Oh  Love !  how  fure  a  murderer  thou  art.  {Dies, 

Oriana.       \Weeping,'\ 
There  breaks  the  nobleft  heart  that  ever  burn'd 
In  flames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  mourn'd. 

Amadis.  ^ 

Lavifh  to  him,  you  wrong  an  equal  flame  ; 
Had  he  been  lov'd,  my  heart  had  done  the  fame. 

Flore  STAN. 
Oh  Emperor !  all  ages  muft  agree. 
Such,  but  more  happy,  Ihould  all  lovers  be. 

U  R  G  A  N  D  A.       \To  Oriana.] 
No  lover  now  throughout  the  world  remains, 
But  Amadis,  deferving  of  your  chains. 
Remove  that  mournful  objed  from  the  fight. 

\Carry  off  the  body. 

Ere 
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Ere  yon  bright  beams  are  fhado'w'd  o'er  with  night. 
The  ftubborn  king  Ihall  licenfe  your  delight ; 
The  torch,  ahxady  bright  with  nuptial  fire. 
Shall  bring  you  to  the  bridegroom  you  defire  ; 
And  Honour,  which  fo  long  has  kept  in  doubt. 
Be  better  pleas'd  to  yield,  than  to  hold  out. 

{Flourijh  of  all  the  Mufic.  The  Stage  fills  njoith 
Singers  and  Dancers,  in  the  Habits  of  Heroes  and 
Heroines,^ 

■Urganda  conducts  Amadls,    Oriana,   ^V.   to  a  Seat 
duritig  the  folloiving  Entertainment, 

Firfi  Voice, 

Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum ; 
A  fairer  than  Venus  prepares 
To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars, 
The  Gods  of  defire  take  part  in  the  fray. 
And  Love  fits  like  Jove  to  decide  the  great  day. 
Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 


R  2  Second 
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Second  Voice, 

Give  tlie  word  to  begin. 

Let  the  combatants  in. 
The  challenger  enters  all  glorious ; 

But  Love  has  decreed 

Though  Beauty  may  bleed. 
Yet  Beauty  ihall  ilill  be  vidlorious. 

Chorus. 

Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 

[Here  t-ivo  Parties  enter  from  the  oppojtte  Sides  of  the 
Theatre,  armed  at  all  Poi?its,  marching  in  nvarlike 
Order,  And  then  dance  fe-ueral  Pyrrick  or  Martial 
Dances,  njoith  S'words  and  Bucklers,  Which  ended, 
the  Singers  again  ad'vance.'] 

To  he  fung. 

Help !  help  !  th'  unpradlis'd  conqu'ror  cries  ; 

He  faints,  he  falls ;  help  !  help !   Ah  me!  he  dies  : 
Gently  fne  tries  to  raife  his  head. 
And  weeps,  alas  I  to  think  him  dead. 

Sound> 
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Sound,  found  a  charge — *tis  war  again ; 
Again  he  fights,  again  is  flain  ; 
Again,  again,  help !  help !   fhe  cries. 
He  faints,  he  falls,  help  I  help  !   Ah  me !  he  dies. 

Dance  of  Heroes  and  Heroines, 

^ben  Singers  again  come  for^ward. 

To  he  fung. 

Happy  pair. 

Free  from  care. 
Enjoy  the  bleffing 
Of  fweet  pofTeffing  ; 

Free  from  care, 

Happy  pair. 
Love  inviting. 
Souls  uniting  ; 

Defiring, 

Expiring ; 
Enjoy  the  bleffing 
Of  fweet  pofTeffing ; 

Free  from  care, 

Happy  pair. 

Another  Dance  of  Heroes  and  Heroines, 

R  3  Then 
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^hen  a  full  Chorus    of  all  the  Voices   and 
Inftruments. 

Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure ; 
Though  cruel  the  pain  is,  how  fweet  is  the  cure ! 

In  the  hour  of  pofleffing. 

So  divine  is  the  bleffing. 

That  one  moment's  obtaining. 

Pays  an  age  of  complaining. 
Ee  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure ; 
Though  cruel  the  pain  is,  how  fweet  is  the  cure  I 

[Here  foil CiVS  Variety  of  Dances,  luith  njohich  the  En- 
tertainment concluding,  Amadis,  Oriana,  l£c*  rife 
and  come  fornvard.'\ 

Amadis. 
So  Phcebus  mounts  triumphant  in  the  Ikies, 
The  clouds  difperfe,  and  gloomy  horror  flies  ; 
Darknefs  gives  place  to  the  victorious  light. 
And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  bright, 

Oriana. 

Our  prefent  joys  are  fweeter  for  paft  pain ; 
To  Love  and  Heaven,  by  fuffering  we  attain. 


Urganda. 
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U  R  G  A  N  D  A . 

Whate'er  the  virtuous  and  the  juft  endure. 
Slow  the  reward  may  be,  but  always  fure, 

[  A  triumphant  Jlourijh   of  all  the  injiruments,  ijuith 
fwhich  the  play  concludes* 


R  4-  E  P  I 


[     149     ] 

EPILOGUE. 

Ijy  the  Right  Honourable  Joseph   Addison,  Efq; 

WHEN  Orpheus  tun'd  his  pipe  with  pleafingwoe 
Rivers  forgot  to  run,  and  winds  to  blow; 
While  lift'ning  forells  cover'd,  as  he  play'd. 
The  foft  Mufician  in  a  moving  ihade. 
That  this  night's  drains  the  fame  fuccefs  may  find. 
The  force  of  magic  is  to  beauty  join'd: 
Where  founding  firings,  and  artful  voices  fail. 
The  charming  rod,  and  mutter'd  fpells  prevail. 
Let  fage  U  r  c  a  n  d  a  wave  the  circling  wand 
On  barren  mountains,  or  a  wafte  of  fand. 
The  dcfart  fmiles,  the  woods  begin  to  grow. 
The  birds  t6  warble,  and  the  fprings  to  flow. 

The  fame  dull  fights  in  the  fame  landlkip  mixt, 
Scenes  of  Hill  life,  and  points  for  ever  fixt, 
A  tedious  pleafure  on  the  mind  beftow, 
And  pall  the  fcnfe  with  one  continued  fliow : 
But  as  our  two  magicians  try  their  fkill. 
The  vifion  varies,  tho'  the  place  ftands  ftill ; 
While  the  fame  fpot  its  gaudy  form  renews. 
Shifting  the  profpedt  to  a  thoufand  views. 
Thus  (without  unity  of  place  tranfgrefs'd) 
Th'  enchanter  turns  the  critic  to  a  jell. 

But 
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But  howfoe'er  to  pleafe  your  wand'ring  eyes. 
Bright  objedls  difappear,  and  brighter  rile  : 
There's  none  can  make  amends  for  loft  delight, 
"V^'hile  from  that  circle  *  we  divert  your  fight. 

♦  The  Ladies. 
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